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GHOST STORIES. 

" Glendower,--! can call spirits from the vasty deep. 

Hotspur.— Why J so can I; or eo can any man: 
But will they come when you do call for them?" 

King Henry IV. 

I WISH ray young readers had been acquainted 
with my worthy and excellent father, for he cared 
not a snap of the linger for ghosts and hobgoblins, 
and he would actually walk through a church* 
yard at midnight without feeling the smallest 
particle of fear. Now, it may be supposed that 
his children (of whom I waB- the third) were natu- 
rally as courageous as their father; but from cer- 
tain circumstances this was not the case. For 
whilst my worthy sire would have bidden defiance 
to a whole army of apparitions, myself and my 
brothers (there were five of us) would tremble at 
every noise after dusk, and when we were in bed» 
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bury our faces in the blankets, lest something 
alarming should appean nay more, not one of M 
would remain a moment in the dark without 
screaming, even if persons were in the same 
room; or be left alone in any place, though it was 
broad daylight and the sun shining in all his splen- 
dour. 

I have said that my father was courageous; 
but then what ghost would have dared to attack 
him, or ventured to appear in his presence? He 
had fought many battles; he had braved the wind, 
and the storm, and th& howling tempest: he had - 
undauntedly looked death in the face, and the 
unrelenting tyrant had plundered him on every 
.possible occasion, in his violent efforts to carry 
him off altogether. Thus the brave man had at 
different times lost an eye, and an acm, the calf 
of his right leg, and sundry slicings and cuttings 
from various parts of his really handsome person; 
so that a thought of frightening him never could 
Rave entered the mind t)f any supernatural being, 

at least, of any rational one. This was the 

opinion of us boys respecting our father; but as to 
ourselves, it was quite another thing. We were 
children, and ghosts might rub their cold . noses 
against our faces in the night, or start up out of 
the ground to terrify us during the day with im- 
punity; for that there were such things as ghosts 
it wQuld have been impossible to entertain a nio- 
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ment's doub^ having, as we certainly bad, tbe 
undisputed autboritj of Susan the housemaid, 
backed by the matter-of-fact accounts of Jane the 
cook, and •the whole fully authenticated by old 
nurse, who declared that she had actually seen a 
spirit; but I suspect it was at a time when spirits 
were pretty plentiful with her. 

My parents were much out in company, and 
then the evenings were employed in telling the 
most horrible tales of murders, of sudden deaths, 
and of those who shortened their brief span of life 
on account of disappointments in love. Oh! how 
often has a coM sick shuddering come upon my 
young heart, at pictures of the diabolical cruelty 
of human nature, when ''man became a wolf to 
man!" and how has terror shaken every joint in 
my childish frame to hear of the restless spirit.of 
the murdered, clothed in corporeal semblance, 
escaping from its cold prison-house to haunt the 
guilty slayer! How frequently have the tears 
trickled down my pale face at the hapless adven- 
tures of blighted affection; and many a time did 
my infantile imagination follow the retributive 
form that constantly haunted the wretch who had 
broken the vow of fidelity and truth! Nor was 
there wanting a good sprinkling of accurcUe stories 
about highwaymen and housebreakerF, gentlemen 
thieves for whom young maids wept when they 
considered them deserving a better fate. 
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The bouse we lived in was a very ancient but 
strong building, and exactly the sort of place to 
excite superstitious feelings — in fact, a sort of 
ghostery. There wexjd some strange tales told 
about it; and the unaccountable noises in the 
chimneys which frightened the birds that built 
their nests there, and the hollow murmuring 
sounds that proceeded, particularly in windy 
weather, from behind the pld oak panels of' the 
rooms, all conspired to do that which my parents 
had but little idea of, — namely, to unnerve the 
system and weaken the'intellect 

Still I was no coward, for I would always de- 
fend myself against any boy of my size, and was 
ready to undertake the usual hazardous enter- 
prises of children; but a subtle poison was work- 
ing within, which bade fair to render the mind 
imbecile, and to undermine the constitution. My 
parents became sensible of our altered condition, 
and when it was almost beyond redemption, were 
made acquainted with the cause. My father, in 
his usual blunt manner, made use of a strong ar- 
gument against ghosts. "Boys," said he, "you 
are a pack of fools: remember this, that those 
who are gone to Heaven, are too happy to quit 
it; and those who are gone to a place of torment, 
the devil won't part with even for a moment." 
Of course a change took place among the servants, 
who were blamed for instilling pernicious princt- 
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pies into our mindd^ but which they could not 
have done had my parents used a little niore 
watchfulness to guard against it. 

I was destined for the sea, and at an early age 
to sea I went But though I had risen superior 
to many apprehensions which once tortured me, 
yet there were times when I could not entirely 
conquer former weaknesses; and a few weeks after 
the frigate to which I belonged had left Plymouth 
on a three months' cruise, one of the quarter- 
masters of the name of Buckley died, and, as is 
the usual custom, the body was sewed up in a 
hammock preparatory to interment The poor 
fellow had expired late in the afternoon, and the 
committal of the corpse to the deep was to take 
place the following morning. Now Buckley had 
shown me a great deal of kindness, and taught 
me to knot and splice, and other parts of a sea- 
man^s duty; besides, he had always slept at no 
great distance from me, and both of us were in 
the same watch; yet I could not subdue the hor- 
ror I felt struggling in my breast, at the thoughts 
of passing the night near the cock-pit where I 
supposed the dead man to be laid. I dared not 
mention a word of this to my messmates, lest it 
should have ruined my character for evei^ and 
as I was to take the morning watch, I went early 
to my hammock^-but not to sleep. The close 
proximity to the corpse excited the most sick« 

VOL. n« B 
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eiUDg lensatbiiB, which I foond it impossible to 
get rid of; horrible phantoms floated before mj 
imagination, and if wearj nature exerted her 
prerc^ative and sank into repose for a moment, 
I started with dread lest the cold hand of the old 
man should be pressed heavily on my heart At 
length my mind was harrowed up beyond human 
endurance; the watch below had turned in; there 
was no light except the glimmering in the lan- 
tern of the sentry, and he sat dozing at his post, 
I thought I could catch the spot where the corpse 
was extended, and faintly discern the outline of 
his form. To remain longer was impossible; the 
bell struck four,* and slipping on my jacket and 
trousers, oyer which I hastily wrapped my watch« 
coat, I cautiously ascended to the deck, but, 
ashamed to be seen, I crept into the launchft 
which was between the booms, and finding a ham- 
mock, which I supposed to have been negligently 
left there by one of the seamen, I laid myself 
down upon it, and pulling over me an old sail 
with which it had been covered, I was soon in a 
deep and refreshing slumber. 

The corpse was to be committed to the deep 
whilst all hands were upon deck, during the re- 
lief of the watch at four o'clock in the morning; 

* Ten o'clock at night. 

t The largest boat belonging to a ship. 
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and exactly at that moment, I was awoke by some 
one riiaking me rather roughly by the riioukler. 
In an instant I sprung up; horrid recollectiona 
rushed upon me: it was broad daylight; many 
eyes were staring at me, some with astonishment, 
others with mirth; but, oh! how can I describe 
the terrible thrill that ran through every Tem, 
when on locking at the hammock which had 
served me for a bed, I discovered that I bad 
thi^dugh the whole of the night been sleeping 
with the dead man for my companion, the body 
having been removed to the launch late m the 
preceding evening! I coold not speak; I could not 
diriek; but I burst into an hysterical fit of laugh- 
ter, and that saved me;-*for the spectators, not 
knowing what was passing in my mind, took it for 
bravado. STany'were iiic jokes respecQQg my 
attachment to old Buckley; and thus I was se- 
verely punished for my folly. 

Two years passed away, during which I llad 
occasional returns of terror and alarm, arising from 
my dread of non-ezistents, though I had been in 
two or three engagements and gained some ap- 
plause for my conduct The frigate I had first 
joined bad been laid up unserviceable, and I was 
now in a beautiful eighteen-gun brignsloop on the 
South American station. The tale of old Buck- 
ley was no longer the subject of amaifement to 
others and torture to me, fiur the eircumsCance 
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was unknown to my new messmates; and I en- 
tertained hopes that in the course of tinae, I should 
be enabled to overcome the feelings which but 
too frequently oppressed me. 

The sloop was attached to the expedition in- 
tended to subjugate (for any other design was 
futile) the city of Monte Video, in the river Pla- 
ta; and, with several other vessels, we were em- 
ployed to capture the island of Goretta, in Mal- 
dotodo Bay. There were three strong batteries, 
with long twenty-four and thirty-two pounders 
mounted, and these batteries were well manned 
with Spaniards; but they were compelled to yield 
to the intrepidity of our brave tars after a severe 
slaughter, considering the comparatively small 
number of men engaged. After the conflict, 

small pctritoo ^rrero y ^a ta ^t im various plaCCS rOUUd 

the island to prevent a surprise, whilst the main 
body with the commanding officer occupied a 
large building in the centre. 

Midnight came,-r-a dark, dreary, cold, starless 
midnight, and I was ordered to visit all the out- 
posts to see that the sentinels were alert upon 
their duty. The dead bodies of those who had 
fallen in battle remained unburied. I had looked 
upon many a bleeding and mangled form during 
the day; I had seen many a poor wretch writhing 
in the last pang of mortal agony; I had gazed 
with a sort of desperate wildness on the convul- 
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sive contortions which expiring imtare had left 
upon the countenance; and now, f n the stillness 
and sditude of night, to traverse the spot where 
they lay in promiscuous heaps as they had fallen, 
my very soul was harrowed upl I would not 
disobey, and I did not dare to ask for attendance 
lest my secret should transpire. 

Alone then I departed, every nerve agitated 
with the commotion that shook my trembling 
iVame. Alone I took my way to the nearest out- 
po8t> often starting aside as some stifiened corpse 
lay stretched across my path. The hollow moan- 
ing of the waves breaking against the rugged 
rocks, came with a fearful sound upon the wind, 
which rushed past in hurried gusts, and now and 
then a half-stifled groan burst from some poor 
creature who yet survived the carnage and was 
recovering sensibility. I had reached about half> 
way to my first place of destination, when my 
faculties became in a great measure paralysed, 
on hearing something behind which emitted a 
strange and unnatural noise. I determined to 
face it, and turned round for that purpose. The 
atmosphere was dense and hazy, enveloping the 
earth in darkness^ but amidst the gloom, a most 
horrible figure kept rising up to more than mortal 
height, and then again sinking to scarcely half 
the stature of a man; two immense projections 

issued from its hideously formed head, and a pair 
b2 
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of burmng eyes glared with veogefiil fierceness 
upon me: all my old feelings returned; dismay 
« crept upon my spirit; and making one desperate 
efibrt, I ran with amazing rapidity from this ter^* 
rific object. But alas! I had not run far, when I 
stumbled over a dead body, and fell in the midst 
of several others. I stretched out iny hands to' 
assist me in rising, and they rested upon the cold 
clammy face of a corpse! Once more upon my 
feety I looked round; the monster was close tome, 
rising and falling as it had done before, and again 
I bounded away without knowing whither. A 
building presented itself, which I hoped was one 
of the outposts, and hastily entering it, 1 fell about 
twelve feet into a space below, but sustained no 
bodily injury as the floor was covered with piles 
of seal skins. Here, in thick darkness and insen- 
ribility, I lay for several hours, when I was acci- 
dentally discovered by a party who had clandes- 
tinely left the main-body to seek for plunder, and 
were attracted to the spot by seeing an enormous 
he-goat near the entrance to the building* By 
the light of the lantern which they carried I was 
readily recognised, and soon rescued from my un- 
comfortable situation. The fresh air and human 
voices speedily restored me to animation, and al- 
most the first thing I saw, quietly standing amid 
the group of seamen, was the innocent cause of 
my alarm and misfortunes—^ great he-goat! Mj 
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fall wa^attributed to accident; and, attended by 
the party, I visited the outpoets and made my re« 
port to the commanding officer. The account of 
my adventure soon spread, but the occurrence 
Was attributed to any thing except the real cau8e» 
as the different tale-tellers had each a story of his 
own to magnify my intrepidity; and thus my 
weakness not only again escaped detection, but I 
actually gained approbation for my courage. 
From that hour my determination became more 
and more strengthened to resist the pusillanimity, 
which in spite of every effort would at times at^ 
tack me. 

I was next employed in the capture of Monte 
Video, or rather the city of San Philip, which is 
the proper name, — ^Monte Video being a lofty 
mountain on one promontory of a deep bay, as 
the city of San Philip stands on the extreme 
point of the other promontory. After the city 
was taken, I was stationed at night on the flat 
roof of a house which communicated with several 
others; having received orders to be very vigilant, 
and in case of any thing material occurring to 
forward immediate information to the officer in 
command of the party, who was to despatch the 
intelligence to head-quarters. The post was one 
of extreme importance, and had been entrusted 
to me on account of my apparent fearlessness. It 
overlooked the gates leading to the shores of the 
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bay, which, though in our poasesnon, Vff^re fre- 
quently visited by guerilla bands, "who secretly 
dealt death to the incautious sentinels. I had 
been about one hour upon the look out, and bad 
suppressed the rising sensations of terror which 
had more than once attacked me; when, to my 
great surprise, a lai^ empty earthenware crate,* 
that stood in the corner of the next flat began to 
move slowly along the roof. I had been leaning 
over the parapet of the house with my back to- 
wards the crate, but the slight rustling made by 
the movement caused me to glance over my 
shoulder without appearing to turn my head. 
The motion ceased; but I could not doubt the 
fact, for the crate was not in the situation where 
I had first seen it. I still remained in my posi- 
tion without stirring, but kept my eyes directed 
by a sidelong glance towards the object. Again 
it moved, but so slowly and noiselessly, that by a 
person possessing a mind of any other stamp than 
mine, it would have passed unheard and conse- 
quently unheeded. In vain I struggled to suppress 
my emotion,— trembling imbecility was rapidly 
creeping upon my system,--*«ili my former terrors 
were rieviving, when at that moment the devices 
of the guerillas securred to my recollection, and 
cocking the lock of a pistol, I stood in perfect 
readiness. Again the crate moved, so as to get 
more into my rear; but a picket-guard passing 
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through the street below, I called to the officer 
and instantly sprang over the bre§iptwork that 
divided the two roofs, and ran to that part which 
was most likely to cut off a retreat if the crate 
had been moved by human agency, — of which, I 
confess, I entertained strong doubts. These, how- 
ever, were soon dispelled; for I had scarcely 
reached my station, when the crate was thrown 
up, and the tall gaunt figure of a guerilla was for 
an instant seen against the dim light of the sky. 
But it was only for an instant: our pistols seemed 
to be discharged at the same moment of time. I 
heard his ball whistle by my ears, and it left a 
tingling sensation that indicated how very close it 
had passed to my head: the smoke hindered me 
from seeing mck'e, but I felt the sharp point of a 
knife graze ^own my breast,-^—! heard a heavy 
fall into the street below, — a fire of musketry 
succeeded; — then followed a wild shriek, and the 
guerilla was a corpse! His knife had been in- 
tended for my heart, but a backward step on my 
part, saved me: the skin was slightly scratched, 
and the instrument remained in my coat without 
doing further injury. 

In what manner the desperado had gained the 
roof, 1 could not then divine; and I felt certain 
that be was not under the crate on my first taking 
the post, as I had carefully e;xamtned it I had. 
afterwards an opportunity of witnessing the mode 
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by which he bad accomplisfaed it» and it was 
simply tfarQ|gh the efibrts of a number of mexkj 
who were raised up successiyely on each other's 
diouIder& Hia design was assassination and phin* 
der. For my share in this transaction^ I obtained 
the approval of Sir Home Popham, and was 
raised in tempiX'ary rank. 

The next trial of my nervous system was at 
Sierra Leone. I was then in a frigate, and as 
fears were entertained that the French were 
about to make a descent upon some part of the 
settlement, (a French s^adron having been seen 
hovering off the coast,) the free negroes were 
armed and enrolled as volunteers. To effect this 
at a village about six miles in the interior, I was 
despatched with proper orders, and the boat land* 
ed me at the Btsnrest p^nt to my ptace of desti- 
nation. It was late in the evening before my 
duty was completed; and as I was particularly 
dedrous to return to the ship and make my re- 
port, an officer of the York Rangers lent me a 
beautiful and spirited horse, which I mounted, 
tfaoti^h not without a few misgivings, which were 
much increased when I was jocosely requested 
not to fall in love with the ''ghost" on my road. 
On the wayside stood a lone and uninhabited 
house, where a trafficker in human flesh had 
murdered his wife; and ever since, the lady, or 
her apparition, had presented herself after dark 
before the gate* Beyond this house were the re- 
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aftams of a nogro village^ which previondj to co* 
loQizaticMi had been attacked bj dave«dealera 
and burned. The aged mhabitants were masea- 
jcred« the young were borne to davery ; .and now 
it was asserted that the former visited their old 
habitations, and called aloud for vengeance to re- 
dress their wrongs. Sueh tales were not calcu- 
lated to inspire composure; but I strove to laugh 
at the jokes passed on me, and started off at full 
speed, declaring that ^'the ghosts should have a 
long chase, if they felt inclined to sport" 

The empty boast still faltered on my heart and 
oiy tremubiis hand could scarcely hold the rein, 
when the house of death, all desolate, appeared 
in view. Striking the spurs into the sides of the 
generous animal, he sprang forward on his way, 
and passedjihe dreadful spot without my witness- 
ing any thing to excite horror. 

Although the moon was up, yet storms were on 
the wind, and heavy clouds obscured her light. 
Often in imagination did I hear the shrieks of the 
slaughtered negroes as they came howling on the 
gale, whilst I rapidly approached the ruined vil- 
lage which had been the terrific scene of blood. 
A black cloud thick with darlraess overshadowed 
the picture, and spread a gloomy wildness over 
every object The horse buried his hoofs deep in 
the sand, and» like an arrow from a bow» can* 
tinned his fleet career; when» in a moment;, he 
stopped, threw out his forel^ and reared upon 
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bis haunches, while steaming foam issued from 
his fiostrils. It was with considerable difficulty 
that I retained my seat; and as the creature re- 
fused to proceed, I rode back a short distance 
and again made ^an efibrt to pursue my direct 
road, but in vain; the animal stopped at the same 
spot, and flew from side to side of the highway, 
nor could the whip and spur urge him to advance. 

Several times did I repeat the same attempt; 
and though a chilling awe crept through my 
veins and made my blood run cold, yet nothing 
had presented itself to my sight, though it was 
evident that the eyes of the horse were fixed upon 
something supernaturally terrific. 

At length the moon shed her dim light through 
a fleecy cloud, and then with horror and amaze- 
ment I beheld the cause of terror; for right in the 
middle of the road appeared a long black coffin, 
and the pale beams of the moon glanced on the 
white escutcheons fixed on the top. Every feel- 
ing of the soul was racked to the extreme; every 
fibre of the heart was nerved to desperation; and, 
mustering all my breath, I uttered the great and 
awful name to which both quick and dead must 
pay obedience. The lid of the coffin was thrown 
up, — ^a figure slowly raised itself and gazed upon 
me, whilst my whole existence seemed quivering 
on the verge of eternity. The horse pawed the 
ground with uncontrolled fury; the howling of the 
gale seemed more dreadful;— when a hollow 
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voice, with distinct utterance, vociferated^'^Don't 
be alarmed, 'tis only Uncle Joey! — So, so, "^Kwr 
fellow! so, so!^ 

The horse, hearing a well-known sound, be- 
came pacified; and then I ascertained that Uncle 
Joey, a corporal in the newly-raised volunteers, 
had been to town to fetch an arm-chestf which 
had been made by a carpenter to deposit the 
muskets in. Having, however, drank rather 
freely, he had found himself drowsy on his way 
back; so getting into the chest (which was paint- 
ed black with a tin plate on the lid) and shutting 
himself in^ he had en^yed a comfortable nap, till 
the snorting of the animal and my shouting 
brought about his resurrection. 

I hardly need say how much my heart was 
lightened by this explanation, and that I parted 
with Uncle Joey and his shell in much better 
spirits than had attended our meeting. Since 
that time I have had occasional returns of panic, 
but they have gradually diminished, and I am 
now almost as daring as my late excellent father, 
and except during temporary fits of nervous re- 
laxation, care neither for ghost nor goblin; and I 
trust, that whilst my readers v^o are parents 
will keep a watchful eye that servants^ do not 
instil pernicious feelings into the breasts of their 
ofispring, my young readers will rest satisfied on 
the assurance of an old man, that all ghosts are 
in reality mere Uncle Joeys. . 

VOL. II. o 



FRERE DU DIABLE. 

''Some said he was a wizard wigrht, 
Some said he -was a deril.^ 

Wbobvbr baa vistted Italy^ must retaio a laat- 
log remembrance of its romantic beantieiy ita de- 
licious climate, and the balmy odours exhaled 
from the glowing productions of iis soil* It was 
in one of the most delightful parts of this luxu- 
riant country, that Joachim (xaleazso cultivated 
his extensive vine^^rds^and his wealth and inflih 
eii<^ rendered him of copsiderable itpportancOf 
^p^vO^ly in the iaunediate ne%hbottrhoody but 
throughout the province where he resided. Po8r 
sessed of a fine manly fomif and eiidoTved with a 
countenance of mild benevdence, it could be no 
wonder that he was united to a female wlme 
lovdiness first attracted his attentioUj and whose 
sweetness of dispositicsi secured the b^t afiections 
of his heart Smiling little cherubs blessed their' 
union, gladdening prospects crowned their indus- 
try, and hapj^ness shed contentment on. their 
days. It was deUgbtful to see the interesting 
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(uadfy group, after tlie heat of the day had sub* 
stdedl assembling round the margin of the dear 
fountain to et^oy its refreshing codness, or revel-* 
ling on the verdant lawn and sporting in their in« 
Bocence and gayety. 

But this was a bliss too pure to contiQue long. 
That i4pgii^ of kings and scoui^ of natious--* 
ambition^ uilged Napotkeotk on to conquest; and 
war, with its attendant horrors, spreajd devasta- 
ti(»i thmugh the fertile valleys, while ravages 
heightened by ruthless ferocity marked the pro- 
gress of the iavaders. Iirvain did the peasants 
rush to defend their conirtry and their booies; Ihe 
army of the conqueror advanced amid smoking 
ruins and burning villages, the ashes of which 
were quenched only by ttie blood of skuigfatered 
victims. Galeazzo possessed a soul of undaunted 
courage, and he determiiied to exert his utmost 
efibrts to repel the ap^xxbcfasng storm. He as* 
sembied a band of the bravest of his countrymen, 
and a solemn oath was- pledged upoa the altar, 
that they would expel the sanguinary invaders 
from their native soil, or die in the attempt. 

It was an affecting sight to see those self-devot* 
ed heroes parting from their families and friends. 
Mothers and maidens, amid all the anxious emo* 
tions which fill the female heart with apprehen* 
simi, looked with glowii^ pride upon the men 
fliey bved; and the small but fii^m phalanx bade 
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adieu to tbeir peaceful habitations, and to those 
whom danger bound more stronglj round their 
hearts, determined that no disgrace should tarnish 
their fair fame. 

Galeazzo and his band of patriots marched to- 
wards the enemy, and nearly the whole of them * 
fell in the desperate struggle for liberty^^r They 
had, however> inspired their countrymen with 
fresh vigour, and the career of Napoleon was for 
a short time checked. The gallant conduct of 
8aleazzo« who still survived, pointed him out as 
a fit person to assume a higher command; a num- 
ber of select and well tried men w<»e therefore 
placed at his disposal, and without risking a gene- 
ral engagement) he commenced that species of 
guerilla warfare whick afterwards became so 
terrible to the French. 

But fortune, which at first crowned the efibrts 
of Galeazzo with success, at length forsook him. 
In an evil hour he fell into a snare that had been 
laid to entrap him: his men were either killed or 
dispersed; and wounded almost to death, he re- 
turned to his own estate to aid the flight of his 
fansily^ ta the mountains. 

Almost fainting with, the loss of blood, he ar- 
rived at the midnight hour on the borders of his 
vineyards, fiut the hand of the destroyer had 
been speedy; the red hue of the crackling flames 
streamed upon his sight, and overpowered with 
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agony and weaknesst be sank to the ground behind 
a hedge of myrtle that screened biin from obser- 
vation. InsensibiKty would have been a bletsiog* 
bat it came not; for thoi^ unable to rise frAei 
the spot where be Jiad faHen, bis mind was still 
acutely alive to all that passed within his view* 
He saw his little innoc^ts butchered by the mur* 
derous hands of the inebriated troops; he saw his 
beautiful wife struggling in vain c^inst the bru« 
tal violence of the soldiery; be beheld the bodies 
of bis children — 

''Their sfiver «kiD8 laoed with their golden blood/' 

thrown among the burning embers of their once 
happy home; his soul sickened at the spectacle, 
and his senses forsctok him. At length the ruth- 
less passkxis of the troops were satiated; demoli- 
tion ceased, for there was nothing more to destroy, 
and they quitted the work of their impious hands 
to immolate other victims, and to offer fresh sa* 
crifices at the shrine of iNa]^leon^ ambition. 

Morning dawned upon the wretched sufferer^ 
who awoke once more to sense and misery; yet 
all around was calm, ejrcept. when the solemn 
stillness was broken by the piercing death-shriek 
of some poor wretch in his mortal agony, or the 
.distant discharge of artillery, which told a tale of 

slaughter Still serenely besiutiful was the cleer 
c2 
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blue sky, tinged with the golden radiance of the 
sun; and the blushing flowers that had drunk the 
moistening dew breathed forth their ^ours to 
the morning breeze, blending the soul of sweet- 
ness with the cooling winds. But the song of the 
peasant, as he early plied his wonted task among 
the purple clusters of the vine, Was heard no more. 
The very birds, scared by the blackening smoke 
that curled towards the heavens and like the 
blood of Abel cried from the ground for ven- 
geance, had left the spot where desolation tri- 
umphed. 

Life was rapidly passing away from the wretch- 
ed Galeazzo; his wounds had burst out afresh in 
his struggles to rise, and he felt approaching dis- 
solution spread its film over his eyes. Still he 
^ continued fearfully sensible of his situation, and 
'' waited for the hour when his mortal agony should 
cease. 

, At this moment, the whole expanse was filled 
with a wild unnatural yell, like the mingling 
laugh and shriek of the tortured maniac; and a 
female figure, her hair dishevelled and hanging 
down her bare and bleeding bosom, her white 
dress rent and deeply stained with human gore, 
appeared upon the lawn. Her left hand was 
writhed in the hair of a French soldier, who was 
wounded beyond the power of resistance; and 
Vfith strength almost surpajssing nature^ she drag* 
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ged him towards the stiH glowing ashes of her 
once joyous habitation. Her right hand grasped 
a dagger, which was reeking with blood, and 
there she stood like another Hecate over her 
fallen prey. There was a maddened laugh — a 
scream — a shout of triumph — ^as she buried the 
ruddy steel in the body of the soldien then flash- 
ed it in the sun, and again plunged it to the hilt 
in his breast. She gazed on her prostrate enemy 
with the fiend-like expression of a demon, and 
seemed to feel a terrible gratification in turning 
over every mangled corpse that bore the uni- 
ferm of France, and with a direful vengeance 
thrusting the dagger iiito many a heart that had 
long eeased to beat. Unsatiated by revenge, she 
looked round for fresh offerings to her fury, and 
at length came to the spot where Galeazzo was 
crouched, 

* 'Breathing the slow remains of life away." 

She looked upon his sunken eye and hollow 
cheek, and raising the weapon in her hand, '*Die! 
wretch," said she; '*for thou hast nought to live 
for now." But nature refused compliance with 
her purpose; the dagger dropped from her un- 
served grasp, and she fell senseless by his side: — 
it was his wife! 
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The French army continued to advance al- 
most unmolested, and thousands fled to the moun- 
tains to escape the ravages of war. But though 
these remained quiescent and passive at first^yet 
when the impulse of terror had subsided, the 
guerillas again formed themselves into an organ- 
ized band, and swore eternal enmity to France. 
Their leader was a man of dauntless intrepidity 
and cool determination. £ver forenoost in the 
conflict and always the last in the retreat, be 
soon become a conspicuous object to the invaders; 
and when the army encamped, near Capua, his 
single hand performed prodigies of valour* The 
outposts were constantly attacked; the sentinels, 
even in the very centre of the main body, were 
found dead upon their post; and but a few of the 
foraging parties ever returned to supply the 
wants of the soldiery. All succour was cut off 
from seaward by the British cruisers, and provi- 
dons began rapidly to diminish in spite of even 
the masterly commissariat of Bonaparte. 

The officers had been accustomed to make ex- 
cursions into the surrounding country; but this 
was at last forbidden, for there was scarcely a 
jutting crag or thicket that did not conceal a 
desperate enemy, whose shining blade or long 
fusee was prompt to deal destruction. In vain 
were whole brigades called out to scour the coun- 
try; the guerillas were secure in their mountain* 
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holds, and bade defiance to their foes. Attempts 
were made to <£slodge them from their positions, 
but they were utterly fruitless; for though a few 
prisoners fell into the hands of the French, and 
after sujflfering tortui'e were hung upon the branch- 
es of trees as spectacles for their companions, yet 
this did but instigate them to firmer resolve and 
to deeper revenge. 

The chief had been known repeatedly to visit 
the camp of the invading army in disguise; and 
once, on being detected and pursued, the bullets 
whistled around him in every direction; but he 
escaped unhurt, and superstition whispered that 
his body was impervious to shot. The sentinels 
declared that they had seen him assume a variety 
of shapes, for he was sometimes perceivedin the 
form of a wolf stealing from bush to bush, and 
then he would suddenly emerge in all the vigour 
and prime of manhood; but pursuit seemed use- 
les, for he was said to disappear so suddenly, that 
none but those who were under the protection of 
superhuman agency could otherwise have escap- 
ed. A general consternation spread among the 
soldiery; even the commanders caught the infec- 
tion, and this desperate leader became known to 
the whole army under the appellation of Frere 
du 'Diable. Large rewards were set upon his 
head; many of the officers bound themselves by 
oath to take him dead or alive> but their oath 
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was generally sealed in de&th. Oftentimes when 
the wine was set upon the convivial board, and 
the canvass walls echoed to the sounds of mirtb,. 
the alarm was given that Frere du Diable wasin 
the camp, and every weapon was prepared and 
every eye alert for action^ Oftentimes at the 
evening hour, when the generous wine had 
warmed the flagging courage, would some one 
or other, more bold than his companions, laugh 
at their pusillanimity and swear to destroy the 
common foe; but the morning light generally saw 
him a corpse, with some certain token that either 
Frere du Diable or one of his comrades had 
dealt the blow. 

It was about this time that Sir.Sidney Smith 
commanded a fine frigate in the Mediterranean, 
and few men were better- adapted for the con- 
ducting that sort of amphibious warfare which 
attended the hostilities on the shores of Italy. 
Dauntless intrepidity and daring resolution were 
mingled with a skilful knowledge of his profes^ 
sion; and there was a certain degree of romantic 
enthusiasm in his enterprises, which strongly dis- 
played his adventurous and chivalrous spirit. The 
defeat of the French at Acre, and other places, 
was an incontestible proof how well he could con-» 
duct operations on land; and in boarding and cut- 
tir^ out the vessels of the enemy from under the 
embrasures of well-mounted batteries^ or in storm** 
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ing the btftteries themselyesy his oool coarage and 
Us steady skill were regarded as pledges of vic- 
tory bj tbe intrepid seamen. But his chief de- 
light was to lead his men under the cover of the 
twilight glow of an Italian night through the 
dark mazes of the forest, or winding among the 
huge masses of rock that lined the coast, where 
the wild guerilla crossed his path or joined his 
band and gave intelligence of the enemj. 

It would be impossible for language to do ade- 
quate justice to such a scene. The slow move- 
ments of a hundred men, who crept from bush to 
bush without a whisper, — the cautious and silent 
advance upon the enemy, — the red watch-fire 
that marked the temporary encampment of the 
French, and the occasional challenge of the drow- 
sy sentinel at the outpost, which died away upon 
the breeze as tranquillity was restored, — ^the 
crmiching down in breathless^silence till.suspicion 
was lulled,— -oh! there was a degree of enchant- 
ment in the whole which then was realized, but 
cannot now be described. 

To the seamen these expeditions were a source 
of real amusement, and they afibrded them re- 
peated Importunities ibr indulging in their cha- 
racteristic humour. When the word was passed 
for the boats to be manned, (and none but volun- 
teers were peroEutted to go with the captain,) the 
hoarse voice of the boatswaiii'd mate followed hia 
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shrill pipe^ and as the words ^'Bush-fighters awayl" 
resounded down the hatchways, every man fore- 
and-aft knew the purport of the summons, and 
all would have gladly joined the party for the 
shore. 

But though I say all, it must be admitted that 
the old master was an exception; he would have 
fought the devil himself in his ship» or would 
have run her flying jib-boom into the very quar- 
ters of hifi Satanic majesty if he had caught him 
afloat; Mit he had no idea of "land privateering," 
as he termed it **A sailor," he said, ^'always 
gets out of soundings ashore, and without know- 
ing his bearings and distances, generally runs 
upon a false reckoning." The fact was, he was 
as much a piece of the frigate as any timber- 
head in her hull; and nothing short of being 
wrecked or blown up could have separated them. 

Sir Sidney had obtained intelligence that Frere 
du Diable was in the neighbourhood of his cruis- 
ing ground, and wishing to communicate with 
him for the purpose of ascertaining the precise 
situation and operations of the French, the boats 
were manned and armed, and an hour before day- 
break the whole party landed in a small cove 
formed by rocks that entirely concealed from 
view the means of debarkation. 

Leaving the principal portion of the men by 
the boats, with strict orders to the officer not to 
suffer any one to stray away, but to be extremely 
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vigilant. Sir- Sidnej, ^whfa a Heutetiant, two mid* 
sbipmeDy aud twelve inen» proceeded on his waj 
over rock and stone, tbrougfa bvA and briar» 
towards the spot where it was niost probable the 
guerilla chief would be ibund. It was a lovely 
morning; the stars still glistened in tl^ clear hlue 
heaven of an Italian sky, and there was that sort 
of dubious light whiqh greatly added to the beauty 
of the romantic scenery. Sometimes the party 
had to climb by aid of their bands and*knees to 
the summit of the frowning precipice^ and at 
others to slide down huge masses of rock; so ne«- 
cessary^ was it to^keep from every beaten track, 
fi)r the purpose of avoiding any v&agglers from 
the enemy's camp, who might raise an alarm. 

At lengthy after considerable exertion, and just 
as the dun appeared above the ver^^ of the hori- 
zon, they arrived at a place in the interior of a 
thick forest and nearly at the extreme height of 
the mountain, which evidently displayed strong 
Unes of defence, but so inartificially contrived.as 
to appear more the work of nature than the hand 
of man. Huge trees lay piled in various direc- 
tions as if thrown down by some gust of the wild 
tempest, yet in such positions as to afibrd occa- 
sional shelter to a retreating party, and ofiecing 
an admirable post for harassing an advancing fee. 

Scarcely was the first of these barriers* passed, 
when a shrill whistle sounded close to them, and 

VOL. JI. D 
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io a few minutes thej biirst into an open space 
that bad been cleared of the underwood^ and 
some of the^rees now formed a pleasant alcove. 
Here the scene became highly interesting; it was 
one of those such as SaWator Rosa would have 
gloried in transferring to the canvass^ In one cor- 
ner upon an elevated mound so as to command a 
view of the whole area, sat a majestic-looking 
figure, with a countenance of mild serenity^ but 
yet of a commanding aspect Over his shoulders 
was hung the skin of .a wolf, and the lower part 
of his body was enveloped in a cloak of furs. 
The butts of his pistols were just seen as they 
stuck in his broad girdle; a heavy sword and a 
carbine lay by bis side, and in his hand he held 
that peculiar kind of knife so well known as the 
favourite weapon of the guerilla. Resting up<m 
one knee^ and with her arm leaning on his 
shoulder, was a female of great beauty; she was 
gazing tenderly upon him, but at intervals there 
was a fierce flashing of the eyes, an agitated con- 
tortion of feature, that rendered her terrible to 
the sight. There was nevertheless a fascinating 
beauty 3till, though it waa constantly changing 
from the glance of fervid affection to the ficnd«Iike 
expression of a fallen angel. These were Frere 
du Diable and his wife: or in other words, Gale- 
azzo and Camilla. 
.Tiie guerilla band were anembled ih separate 



FRERB Dt7 0IABLS. 35 

groupes, yet so connected as to be readj for ac- 
tion at a moment's warning. Some were stretch- 
ed npon the ground and still buried in the deep 
sleep which exertion and fatigue render so deli- 
cious to the weary frame; others were awakening 
from their slumbers and stretching their sinewy 
limbs, whilst a few were examining their arms 
and polishing their knives. 

The shrill whistle again sounded^ when a sin- 
gle blast from a bugle aroused every soul in an 
instant, and carbine in hand, they stood prepared 
for battle! Sir Sidney advanced,^ was immediately 
recc^nised, and a loud shout of joy proclaimed his 
welcome. The guerillas laid down their arms, 
and received the seamen with demonstrations of 
attachment. The chiefs met and embraced in 
token of amity, whilst the beautiful Camilla tes- 
tified her satisfaction at seeing the enemies of the 
French. A multitude of conflicting feelings seem- 
ed to agitate her soul as she pressed the hand of 
Kr Sidney to her heart, and called upon him as 
**the avenger of blood." 

As soon as order was restored, the two chiefs 
held a conference together; after which refresh- 
ment was spread upon the green sward, consist- 
ing of dried venison, hard cheese, bread, fruits, 
and wine. On the elevated mound Graleazzo, 
Sir Sidney, Camilla, and the British officers, were 
seated upon the grass* Behind 4he guerilla chief, 
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a littte to the rigbt, stood the bugleman, aiMi on 
the left the sword-bearer, both . prompet to obey 
comnotaiKl^. The teamen joioed io the messes of 
the band, and the Utmost harmoDj prevailed. A 
few minutes had elapsed since these arrangements 
were biade, when suddenly a bright flash was seen 
among the bushes on the opposite side to that 
where the chief sat, and as the report of fire-arms 
echoed^^mong the rocks, the bugleman fell dead 
upon Sir Sidney's shoulder. All parties were in- 
stantly on their feet, and the chiefs dealt mutual 
looks of distrust at each other: It was evident 
that the ball had been designed for one of them, 
and suspicion perVsided the minds of both that 
treachery was at work. The dauntless look of 
defiance was exchanged; but it was only momen- 
tary, for the shrill voice of Camilla was heard. 
"Do they seek the lion in his den?" she exclaim* 
ed with bitterness. "On, on, and destroy the 
common foeP' • 

The features of the guerilk changed; he grasp- 
ed Sir Sidney's hand with jinpetuosity, gazed for 
a moment on the corpse; and then seizing the bu- 
gle, blew a blast sq loud and shrill, that every 
rock and glen re-echoed the sounds He ceased, 
and the whole band stood in breathless silence, 
watching their leader who appeared .like a &t$i- 
tue; but no s0und was Jtieard, except the gentle 
rustling of the ' leaves Jn the morning breease. 



fRERE DU DIABLE. 37 

Againwithwildfaastethechief raised the bugle and 
sounded louder and longer than before, and again 
all subsided to the deepest attention. At length, an- 
swering blasts were heard in different directions, 
and the chief, dashing the bugle on the ground, 
gave orders for the immediate departure of the 
band« Sir ^dney wished to accompany him, but 
this offer was politely declined; yet, turning to 
Camilla, he requested her to remain with the 
English captain till his return. She gave her 
husband a look of stern reproach. "Am I not be- 
reaved?^ said she. "Is not the blood of my off- 
spring on their hands? Will not the wolf fight for 
her whelps, and fihall I shrink? On, on, Galeaz* 
zo! the death diriek of my murdered children is 
ringing in my ears, and nought but deep and ter- 
rible revenge can satisfy me now!'' 

The chief raised the wolf's skin from his 
shoulders^ and drawing the head-part over his 
own so that the nostrils covered his brows, he as- 
sumed that terrific appearance which at all 
times rendered him so conspicuous an object in 
his encounters with the enemy. He again grasp- 
ed Sir Sidney's hand, and requested him to return 
to his ship; and as soon as he saw a smoke rising 
from the spot on which he then sfcood,^ he might 
consider it as a signal for him to retrace, his steps 
to the place of rendezvous. 

The guerilla band spread themselves into small 
p 2 
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partJees and; pursued different routes^ though €ml j 
at such, distance from each other as to be ready 
,tp unite into pne body should it be necessary; and 
in a few minutes not a vestige of the troop re- 
,mained, except the corpse, the broken food, and 
the half-emptied ^^^gons. . 

The British party returned to the frigate, and 
a. careful watch was set to look out for the con- 
certed signal. The officers were constantly di- 
recting their spy-glasses towards the spot, but no- 
thing was seen; and the day passed away in rest- 
less impatience^ not unaccompamed with suspi- 
cion of Frere du Diable's intention. 

Night came, — a beautiful clear Italian night, — 
reviving in the mind siU the strong fervour of;rp- 
.mance. The deep blue of the sky, reflected on 
the transparent wave which gave back its lovely 
hue, was beautifully contrasted with the dark 
foliage a^d the rocky masses which bound the 
shore, affording no indication of human dwelling 
— ^all was still and passionless. The eye was 
eagerly strained towards the thick wood, which 
.frowned in gloom and pride; when about the mid- 
dle of the first watch, light wreathes of smoke 
curled upwai;d a]i>ove the trees, followed by bright 
flashes, and in a few n^nutes the red glare of 
ascending flames gave a grand and terrific change 
to the quiet of the scene. 

The boats were ag^iin manned, and soon sweep- 
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iDg' through Jbe liquid elomeut to the^pot they 
had quitted aa the morniog; asd id an hour, Sir 
Sidney^ with, a more iiumeroua retiuue than b^- 
■fore^ arrived at the appointed place. But though 
the. scene, of the early d|iy wa? striking, it was a 
mere tranquil spectacle'when compared with the 
present, where wild ferocity was heightened by 
intoxication /apd hellish cruelty. In the centre of 
the space, the dry tninfcs of trees were piled on 
end, so as to form a spiral elevation and termi- 
nate almost in a point at the summit. . They 
were burning ji?^ith great rapidity, and cast a red 
tinge on the horribly figures that were spread 
abound. The chief leaded upon his heavy sword 
near the fire^.a^id lus wife stood laughing by bis 
side;, but that laugh was utterly destitute of 
human pleasure, — ^it was like the laugh of a 
fallen angel exulting over nK>rta] agony. She was 
terrible in her beauty, and the soul trembled 
before her demoniac gaze. A loud shout pro- 
claimed Sir Sidney's presence, and he imme- 
diately advanced towards the chief, who received 
him in the most cordial manner; whilst Camilla 
in wild accents exclaimed, "They would seek the 
lion in his den: but more blood has been shed as 
a sacrifice to avenge my murdered babes!" and 
she threw another log on the flames. 

The chief informed Sir Sidney that the pursuit 
of the guerillas had not been unavailing, for they 
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had followed the delinquent (who proved to be a 
French soldier under pledge to destroy Frere du 
Diable) down to the very outpost of the enemy's 
camp, where, after a slight skirmish, he was cap* 
tared and brought back to the strong-hold of the 
band. "And seel" said the chief, opening the 
blazing pile with his sword, and showing the mu- 
tilated remains of a human body consuming in 
the flames, ''thus perish all our enemiesl" 

''Ay, perish, perish for ever!" responded Ca- 
milla. 

"This is he,*' continued the chief, "who fired 
the shot this morning. He confessed that it was 
designed for me, but thus — thus am I avengedP 
The miserable victim had been burnt alive! 




'^ 



^^ 



THE FISHERMAN'S FAMILY. 

*'Ae he spoke, 
A BCB. bnrst o'er them, and their cables broke! 
Then, likeB lion bounding from the tofl, 
The ship shot through the billows' black recoil, 
Urged by the howling blast — all guidance gone — 
. They shaddering felt her reeling, rushing on — 
Nor dared to question where; nor dared to cast 
One asking look, — ibr, that might be their last." 

"Come aft here, my lads, and haul down an- 
other reef in the mainsail!" exclaimed a hoary 
veteran^ who stood at the helm of a fishing smack 
which was bufieting the waves at the entrance 
to the British Channel one October evening, when 
the lowering of the clouds and the freshening of 
the breeze gaye strong indications of a south- 
westerly gale. The order was promptly obeyed; 
and the snug little craft again breasted the lofty 
surge, like a bird upon the wii^, skimmii^ the 
foaming tops of the billows. 

"We shall have a rough night, fadier," said a 
middle aged man, whose hardy countenance had 
borne the washingof many a salt sea spray; ''the 
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sun is setting in yon bank, and tinges the ocean 
with his reddening hue. The summits of the 
Scilly Isles appear like dying watch-fires through 
the hazefand these, you know, are sure prognos- 
tics of a rising gale." 

**Then let it come," replied the veteran. "He 
whom the winds and the seas obey, can, when it 
pleaseth him, allay their fury and command them 
*Peace, be still!' But go, Richard, have the try- 
sail ready and get the storm-jib up: for .by the long 
swell from the westward, I am of opinion there 
has been bad weather to windward, which will 
be down upon us before long; so l^t us have all 
low and snug before dark, my lad. And, James," 
continued he to a noble-looking, fair-haired lad; 
"James, set St. Agnes' lighthouse by the compass, 
for the fog will thicken presently; and yon Seven 
Stones* — worse than the plagues of Egypt to a 
sailor — look far from tempting, crested as they 
are with feathery foam." 

"I hope mother will not be uneasy about us," 
rejoined the youth, as he laid the edge of his hand 
upon the compass, directing it towards the light- 
house; "we' have been a fortnight at sea, grand- 
father, and the tempests must have howled round 
the cottage fearfully o' nights; it has blown hard 

* The Seven Stones are dangerous rocks lying be- 
tween the Sciily Isles and the Land's End. 
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ever siDCe we came atttirand not a fish caught, 
besides posing part of our nets." 
' ^'What, still utteriog' complaiatst" exclaimed 
the veteran. ''Look at your brother yonder, on 
the windless end; how fearlessly he sits and 
watches the iH-omened bird* which triumphs in 
a storm." 

''He does not think of home/' replied the 
youth, "fiul what would become of mother, and 
Jane, and the little ones, should the Fisherman^s 
Family go to wreck?" 

"The Fisherman's Family go to wreck?" reite- 
rated the old man, stamping his foot upon the 
decl^ "she'll weather many a gale yet, my boy! 
Look at this white head!" and as he uncovered 
his hoary locks that wildly wantoned in the 
breeze, be presented a fine picture of Time steer- 
ing inexperienced youth through the dangerous 
channels which beset human Hfe. "Look at this 
white head!" he exclaimed; 'Hhe snows and storms 
of sixty -seven winters have passed over it, yet was 
I never deserted in peril by Him' in whom I have 
placed my trust. Your mother knows what a 
fisherman's life is. Ay,^ boy, it was my pride to 
fortify her mind against adversity. But go, James, 

♦ A small bird, like a swallow, that is Bcarcely ever 
seen except previously to or during a gale of wind. It is 
viewed with a superstitious feeling by seamen, who call 
it "Mother Card's Chicken." 
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and help your father reef the bowsprit; for we 
shall have the gale here presently." • 

And a gale indeed they had; for scarcely was 
the glory of the da^^ departed, when the wind, 
like a destroying angel, came sweeping over the 
surface of the deep, and dashing the bilbws up to 
heaven with fury. Night shed its blackness on 
the scene, whilst the dense fog rendered it more 
drear and horrible. Poor James thought of his 
mother and his happy home; whilst his brother 
Ned, though two years his junior, seemed like a 
child of the tempest, exulting in its lavish wild- 
neas. 

The Fisherman's Family (for such waft- the * 
name of the smack) rode buoyant on the waves; 
she rose and fell with the heave and set of the 
dea, like the swift-winged awallow when it stems 
the tempest; and the smalt bark scarcely^ felt 
the roughness of the billows, where larger vessels 
would have laboured fearfiiHy with their heavy 
burdens. 

It was about ten o'clock, when the crew of the 
smack thought that amidst the roaring of the 
storm they could distinguish the reports of signal- 
guns at' a distance, and every ear was anxiously 
inclined to discover the quarter whence the 
sounds proceeded. At length they became more 
distioict, audit was soon ascertained tb^t the ve^ 
sel must be nearing them. The fog was still thidc 
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and gloomy^ yet OGcasionally there were inter^* 
vak of partial clearness; and it was during one of 
these breaks that a ship was descried drifting at 
the mercy of the wind and waves, for it was ev^- 
dent, from the wild course she was pursuing, that 
all management was lost Her foremast, bow- 
sprit, and main top-mast were gone; and having 
nothing aloft to steady her, the billows beat 
against her sides and dashed raging over hen 
The smack showed a hght, which was immedi- 
ately answered, and two guns fired to acknow* 
ledge the near approach of succour. 

'^That ship has lost her rudder as well as her 
masts,'' exclaimed the old man; ''she has struck 
somewhere; and now my lads, to render them 
assistancel" 

"Oh, if we should get her •safe into Mount^ 
Bay, grandfather," said James, "and a good sal- 
vage* awarded, what would mother say to us 
then? I should not mind the loss of the nets." 

"Let us save their lives," said Ned, "at all 
events; and if we can save the ship too, so much 
the better/' 

In the course of another hour the smack was 
hailing the ship, and found that her rudder had 
been knocked away upon the rocks at^he same 

* Salvagre is a sum of money allowed to individuals who 
are infitrumratal in saving a ship from being wrecked. 
VOL. ir. B " * 
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iime that the masts and bowsprit had fallen v/iih 
the shock. She bad also sprung a leak under the 
bows, and the pumps could barelj keep her free. 
As, however, no immediate danger was appre- 
hended, the smack kept near the shattered ves- 
sel until daylight, when the father of the youth 
contrived to get on boarjd, by running close along- 
side and catching ai rope with a noose at the end, 
which he passed securely round his body and was 
hauled through the water by the ship's crew. 
The smack then dropped astern with a stout 
rope, and by her judicious movements acted as a 
rudder to the large vessel, which was got before 
the wind for the Bristol Channel; but the tow- 
rope parted soon after, and tlie gale increased to 
a downright hurricane. 

Upon an eminence on the coast between Pen- 
zance and the Land's End stood a substantial 
dwelling, which though designated a cottage, pre- 
sented every token of homely comfort. A quan- 
tity of fishing materials, hung put to dry, showed 
it to be tenanted by those hardy sons of the ocean, 
who brave the greatest dangers to procure fish 
for the markets; whilst the air of neatness and en- 
joyment also proved it to belong to one of that 
class of men, who risk their existence to save the 
lives and property of others — the undaunted pilot. 
A winding and dedivious path led to the shelving 
rocks below, which fot'med a small inlet or bay 
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for vessels of a Mgftit draught, that had received 
the Dame of the Smuggler's Gap, from its having 
been frequently used by those daring outlaws in 
their illegal trade. 

On the same evening that has been already 
mentioned, an anxious mother quitted the cradle 
in the cottage to look out towards the sea for 
those whom, next to heaven, she loved best. Her 
foreboding eye had witnessed the same prognos- 
tics of the gale, and with a heavy heart she re- 
sumed the mother's watch over her sleeping in- 
fant. A fair and beautiful female, about fifteen 
years of age, was attending to the duties of the 
house; a boy of ten years sat by his mother^s side 
gazing on her care-marked countenance; whilst a 
girl of three years was sharing her supper with a 
rough but favourite dog on the hearth before the 
fire. 

'*I must feed poor Dorey, mother," said the 
little one, "for James told me to be kind to him. 
Poor Doreyl" continued she, patting his head, **l 
wish James was here." 

"You should remember, Mary," replied the 
mother,- "there are also your father and your 
grandfather." 

'<And Edward," added the boy; "I miss him 
very much; for he used to help me up the rocks, 
and I am afraid to scramble along alone." 

'*AU are equally dear to us, William," rejoined 
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the mother, ''and all are eqvLB§f under the care 
of Providence. Yes; I trust the Fisherman's 
Family is safe.'' 

"Who gave her that name, mother?" inquired 
William; ''you promised to tell me." 

"I did, my child; and as my heart is heavy, I 
will now relate to you how it happened. Your 
grandfather in his younger life was brought up to 
expect a genteel competency, lor his father was 
a wealthy ship-owner at Liverpool. He was sent 
to sea early, whilst his brother remained at home 
to manage the business, fiut that brother was 
cruel and treacherous; he weaned his father's af- 
fections from the poor sailor, and got a will made 
entirely in his own favour. Your grandfather, 
not suspecting the wickedness of his brother, was 
frequently absent on long voyages; and when only 
in his twentieth year, he married a poor girl, who 
had no other recommendation than her beauty of 
person and integrity of heart He married too 
without the sanction of bis father, who from that 
hour forbade him bis presence and never saw him 
more — ^for the angry parent died a few months 
afterwards. On arranging his father's affairs, your 
grandfather found himself disinherited; and his 
brother, who had dissipated & great portion of the 
property previous to the old man's dissolution, 
gathered the residue tc^ether and embarked for 
the East Indies. But your grandfather was not 
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Ttrholly destitute; he had saved something hand- 
some to begin life ^ith, and purchased a share of 
a ship, of vrhich he obtained the command. Still 
adversity pressed upon him: his ship "ivas captured 
by the enemy, and he returned (for they did not 
detain the prisoners then) to England almost pen- 
nyless. My mother had relations at St. Ives, and 
thither the poor sailor and his wife repaired. 
They were received with welcome; and he, un- 
willing to leave my dear mother for any length 
of time, commenced his career as a fisherman an4 
a i^ilot. Success croiyned his labours; and he not 
only obtained a handsome maintenance, but was 
enabled to purchase a vessel of his own. In thfa 
house I was born, and when I grew up, was mar- 
ried to your father and had a family. The old 
vessel was broken up and a newone built, which 
was called by the name tt now bears. Oh, how 
many anxious hours does your ilither pass for the 
Fisherman's Family ashore, and how many days 
of earnest solicitude ^ I endure for the Fisher- 
man's Family at sea! But go, my children, the 
storm is coming on. Go to your beds; but first 
kneel to the Creator and humbly implore hsi 
guardian care for the poor mariners."* 

Heavily passed the night with the appreben-^ 
sive mother; often did she approach the dizzy 
edge of the steep clifi*, but no other sounds were 
beard except the continued howling of the teni'i. 
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pett and the roaring of the breakenk Ferreotly ' 
wore her petitions offered up before the throne 
of OiQoipotence; and asiidst the appalling demon- 
strations of almighty power did the creature of 
bis will plead with her Creator. His voice was 
beard up<m the storm, proclaiming dominion and 
majesty; but her's mingled with it» as in prostra- 
tion of heart she earnestly supplicated mercy. 

Morning appeared, but the desired vessel could 
not be distinguished. The sea presented one wide 
sheet of foam, with here and there a dark object 
driven like the ocean weed upon the waters. At 
the close of the day, a dismasted ship with a 
smack in company was seen through the dim 
haZrje, drifting towards the shore. They were yet 
several miles distant; but hope for the ship there 
was none, unless the gale abated. The intuitive 
eye of the mother readily recognised the little 
bark that held, as she supposed, her father, her 
husband, and her two sons; and all the several 
relative bonds were linked more closely round her 
heart. Their occupation was manifest, — they 
were waiting to assist fellow creatures in distress; 
and the abundant prayer for the safety of all 
spontaneously ascended from her lips. 

Night veiled them from observation; but the 
bold seamen of the neighbourhood, headed by the 
reverend pastor of the village as a magistrate, re- 
mained in readiness to act as circumstances re* 
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fliifed. Appreheoskm sat on many a furrowed 
couDtenancey and dark anticipations filled many 
a feding breast. But language would fail to de- 
scribe tbe agony which suspense and fearful agi- 
tation wrought in the mother's heart 

At lengthy about midnight, tbe report of a 
heavy gun echoed among the rocks, and told that 
the devoted ship was near at hand; the flash had 
pointed out her position, but nothing could yet be 
seen* The pastor with his resolute band of de- 
termined boatmen hastened to the shore; report 
followed report; fires were lighted on the rocks to 
show that land was near, but still no object could 
be discerned. 

The storm came more heavily, and vivid light- 
nings rent the frowning clouds; then when the 
glaring flash threw its stream of awful splendour 
on the feathery foam, that fated ship was seen 
struggling with the waves. As a last resource 
she had let go her anchors; and there she lay, like 
the soul of the mighty, wrestling with despair. 
Another gun — ^and yet another — but help was 
hopeless. From the shore no assistance could be 
given; every attempt to get through the raging 
surf was useless; and the brave boatmen were 
compelled — ^an unusual circumstance^-to be sad 
^[^ectators of the scene. 

Tbe ship rode heavily as the long rolling waves 
casofi foaming in. Suddenly a shriek was heard 
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upon the shore — ^a wild crj: the vessel had part- 
ed her cables, and the str^ming lightning showed 
her careering towards the rocks with resistless 
force. Onward she came (as was now plainly 
visible) through the hissing foam. Still onward, 
onward she urged her desperate course, till a tre« 
mendous crash — a loud yell — ^proclaimed that her 
stout timbers were shattered, and many a stouter 
heart was buried in the waves. 

The ship had struck on that part of the shore 
where the rocks were steepest; and the wreck 
remained wedged in firmly between two craggy 
knolls not more than one hundred fathoms fron^ 
perfect safety. But even that was a fearful 
space; for the heavy breakers rolled over the 
sunken rocks and dashed with wild fury. Body 
after body came on the surge, and were thrown 
upon the land; but life had fled, and no efibrt 
could restore animation to the mangled and dis- 
figured corpse. 

The inhabitants of the adjacent village, young 
and old, were crowded on the strand; and amidst 
the group was the venerable rector. Often, when 
the vivid flash illuminated the foaming billows 
and showed the deck of the rending vessel, he 
rushed with his horse towards the spot; but the 
barrier was impassable, and the bitter shriek 
rang upon his tortured ears. "Oh, that I could 
die for them!*' he exclaimed. "Father of meiv 
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cicBf stretch forth thine hccnd and save!'' WilU 
iDgly would he have given his life for theirs; for 
he was prepared to meet his God, whilst they 
would be hurried into the presence of their 
Maker without a moment for repentance* 

Morning began to dawn, and dawned in horror; 
but with its earliest beam the smack was seen 
about a mile from the shore under snug sail and ap- 
parently in safety. The anxious mother was with 
the villagers, but the children remained at the 
house upon the clilBfl Sleepless had been their 
night; and at the break of clay the terrified Jane, 
with WiUiam and the little Mary, stood upon the 
shelving rock above the yawning gulf which had 
already entombed many of their fellow creatures. 
They could see the Fisherman's Family, as the 
light became more clear; and it was evidently the 
intention of those on board to run for the Smug- 
gler's Gap, — a small red flag having been hoist- 
ed at the mast-head to require the boatmen on 
shore to hold themselves in readiness to give as- 
sistance. 

At this moqaent, whilst the children were 
standing gazing at the yessel, the heavens seemed 
to be rent asunder, and the red blaze of the forked 
lightning darted forth; it struck the smack, and 
masts and sails came tumbling down in one gene- 
ral wreck. "My father! my father!" skrieked the 
horror-stricken Jane, recoiling backward an^ 
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grasping her brother round the neck, as if she 
feared that he too would be torn away. The 
little Mary clung on the other side, and even the 
poor dog looked with instinctive dread towards 
the ocean. 

But though the smack was dismasted, her hull 
still continued to floaty and every wave drove her 
nearer to the shore. Oh, what an agonizing sight 
was that to the fond mother and her children! 
The former ran hurriedly among the boatmen, 
exhorting and imploring them to use their best 
exertions to snatch her relatives from death. 
Her spirits seemed to rise in proportion as their 
peril increased^ and she laboured to forward the 
preparations which were making as a last efibrt 
io rescue the little crew. 

The ship still continued grinding between the 
rocks, and victim after victim was hurried into 
eternity. From portions of the wreck which had 
drifted on shore, it was conjectured that she was 
a free trader from Calcutta; and the number of 
hands and passengers were calculated at seventy. 
The boatmen had made repeated efibrts to get a 
rope from her, but all their attempts had failed. 
At length, part of a. mast with five individuals 
clinging to it was seen to be rent away from the 
body of the wreck, and lifted by k mountain surge 
clear over the craggy rocks. Another wave 
came rolling in; but just before it reached them, 
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it raised its awful crest, and with a tremendous 
roar, like the famished panther when seizing his 
prey, dashed furiously upon their heads. They 
were seen for a few moments hurled confusedly 
amongst the bubbling eddies, and then disappear- 
ed. Once more the shattered mast floated, but 
there were now only three, who clung to it with 
desperate energy as they neared the shore and 
hopes of life revived. The next wave was still 
more raging than the last, but its fury was spent 
^before it reached the swimmers; and "they're 
safel they're safe!", was shouted from the shorew 
The boatmen plied their oars with redoubled 
strength, and in a few minutes the three men 
were hauled into the boat, which immediately 
made for the safest landing-place. 

The villagers hurried to the spot, and the 
anxious mother, hoping to hear tidings of her 
family, stood foremost amongst them as the boat 
ran upon the strand. But who can paint her joy 
and her terror, her delight and her agony, when 
she saw that one of the individuals saved was her 
husband! They were soon clasped in each other's 
arms; but the bitter recollection that lives in- 
finitely precious to thenv-were still in jeopardy 
with scarcely a hope of rescue, roused them to 
exertion. ' Richard turned to the boat and assist- 
ed an elderly man to land. The moment the lat- 
ter, touched the ground, he fell upon his knees 
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and offered up a thaDksgiving to the Creator; be 
then cluDg round the neck of Richard, and bless* 
ed him as the instrument of his preservation. "I 
should have sunk," said he, '*but you supported 
me; you snatched me from death and — but I have 
power to show my gratitude." 
, The dther man saved was a seaman, who re- 
ported the ship to be the ''Isabella/' from the 
East Indies. How many had perished he could 
not tell; but there were yet mcnre than one half 
of the crew, and nearly the whole of the passen- 
gers on board: By the aid of their glasses, the 
boatmen could discern the hapless creatures as 
they watched the success of those who had been 
saved, and several launched themselves upon the 
fickle element lashed to broken pieces of the 
wreck. The boats were again on the alert, and 
the boatmen had the satisfaction of picking up 
all that the billows allowed to come within their 

reach. 

But now the principal attention of the men on 
shore was devoted to the smack, as she neared 
the craggy barriers for security. The old man 
with his two grandsons and two men, who formed 
the crew, had been actively engaged in getting 
up a boat's mast, on which they hoisted a small 
sail so as to give the vessel steerage way; and it 
iseemed to answer the required purpose, for the 
little bark with impetuous haste rushed onward 
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to the Smuggler's Oap* as if bidding defiance to 
suspense. 

Pale anxiety sat on every countenance. ^Is 
there any hope?" "inquired the rector, addresriog 
a gray-headed veteran, vrho from infancy had 
been inured to the tempest, and had the charac- 
ter of a bold iatrepid saik>r» Report made lum 
the associate of a gang of smugglers; but humane 
as he was brave, many a shipwrecked seaman 
was indebted to Donald Ferguson for his life. ^'Is 
there no hope?" inquired the rector. A look of 
melancholy anxiety was the only answer. The 
rector repeated his question. 

''Sailors never despair, sir," replied Donald, 
"and if they once get well in the— but stop: I 
have no right to disclose to any one, much more 
to you." 

**Yet,'* rejoined the rector, "when yon gallant 
ship has been lost, can so small a vessel be sav- 
ed?" _ 

"Have hopes, sir," replied Donald; and then 
turning away, "Ned," he exclaimed to a rough, 
hardy-looking fellow, well drenched with the surf, 
who immediately approached him. They whis- 
pered together for a few piinutes, and then Ned 
ran from place to place selecting the strongest 
and most daring of the boatmen for some particu- 
lar purpose. 

**Ned," exclaimed Donald again, ^^overhaul the 

VOL. IT. T 
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hawser down, ship the capstan bars, and be all 
ready. Remember, it is life or death/ my hearty! 
I myself will hook her on." 

**No, no," said Richard, **that shall be my 
dcHng; you are old, Donald;'^ 

"But not feeble," replied the veteran; "your 
anxiety would betray you; besides, you have a 
wife and other children, but if old Donald goes, 
nobody will miss him. Do as you are bid, my 
boy; and now for the marks!" He waved his hat, 
and two conspicuous objects were instantly raised 
at different distances on the rocks, to act as a 
guide to those in the smack where to make their 
passage. 

Who can describe the feelings of the spectators, 
as they looked on with doubtful apprehension 
and silent astonishment! The smack was now so 
close to the shore, that every one was visible. No 
bustle nor confusion prevailed: all seemed ready 
with cool intrepidity to attend to their several 
duties. The old man stood stationed at the helm, 
and with steady gaze kept his eyes fixed upon 
the beacons. Now she was lifted up to heaven, 
and borne with amazing rapidity through the 
outer breakers; again she sunk and disappeared 
beneath the hollow seas* 

"She's gone! she's gone!" exclaimed the rector; 
but in an instant the vessel again mounted on the 
topmost wave, and rushed with surprising swift- 
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nesfl through tbe foamiDg surge. At thb moment 
a dreadful broken sea came, raging with all its 
fury; it burst upon the deck, and seemed to bury 
the little craft in the dark abyss. Breathless, 
agonizing fear filled every heart, and groans and 
shrieks mingled with the gale. But again the 
smack rose, though the helm was now deserted, 
and the vessel seemed abandoned to her fate. 
Once more, however, was hope revived; for young 
Edward with cool determination ran to the tiller, 
and directed her headlong course. 
• The vessel had reached the secret channel 
kno\vn only to the illicit trader; she neared the 
beach; the sea again struck- her, and she was car- 
ried by its force through the inner breakers. A 
wild shout of joy arose from the shore as the 
^nack gained the smooth water, agitated only 
by the recedhig'^swell; but at this instant, she 
struck the ground heavily and rent in twain, the 
retiring surge carrying back the shattered frag- 
ments towards the rocks^ And now the hardy 
race of brave boatmen, reckless of danger, plung- 
ed headlong in the waves* Old Donald took the 
lead; he grasped the arm of the lad James and 
turned towards the shore; the siirf threw them 
up with violence and would again have returned 
them to the sea, but Donald seized the rope 
which had been overhauled down and kept his 
firm grasp; in a few seconds more they were safe 
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on land. Richard raeceeded io saving his father- 
inJaw, aided by fiie boy Ned, who Bwain like a 
fish and seemed to triumph in the element Not 
a soul was lost of that little crew; and relatives 
«nd friends flocked rounds rejoicing in their deli- 
verance. 

The grandfather, with Richard, his wife, and 
the whole of the fisherman's family, accompanied 
by the stranger who had been saved from the 
ship, hastened to the cottage on the clifi. They 
entered the abode with congratulations, and the 
stranger was ushered into the best apartment. 
He sat down, blessing his deliverer and forming 
schemes in his own mind to testify his gratitude. 
Suddenly his eyes were rivetted on a picture that 
bung suspend€Kl over the mantel-piece; it was a 
portrait of the unkind father ivho had disinherit- 
ed his son, throu^ the foke jrepreeentation of a 

still more cruel brother; but it had been pre- 
served by the old man as the last relic of his 
family. The stra^nger gazed upon it with earn- 
estness, and he then eagerly turned to the aged 
fi8hermaD:*>^their eyes met, and again both look- 
ed at the picture. The stranger covered his 
iace with hi? hands and gA>aned bitterly. 

*'I do not value the loss lof the vessel," said 
Richard, '•so ^t we have all metiogether again. 
But come» father," he continued, ^'let us kneel 
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and €ffier up our grateful praises to the throne of 
grace,'! 

. ''Stop, stop!^ eried the stranger convulsiveh;^ 
''my presence would be a clog upon your pray« 
ers. I too had a father-^that picture was his,^ 
he continued, falling on his knees before the vene* 
rable old man, "and you must be— *you are my 
noble*minded, my much-injured brothei;." 

Oh, what a meeting was thisl Animosity had 
long since subsided, and the word "brother^' re- 
vived all the attachment of their boyish days. 

What need of saying more? they knelt - to- 
gether; and^whilst without the storm raged, within 
the cottage 

''The peace of Gh>d» beyond expreseion sweet, 
Fflled every being humbled at his feet." 

They rose, and the stranger — stranger now no 
longer — ^was received into the circle with delight. 
A man entered the room« announcing that seve- 
ral of the seamen who had been saved from the 
wreck were waiting outside the house, to know 
if they might take shelter in some outbuildings. 
The kind-hearted mother would not permit this, 
but succoured them under the same roof with her 
children, and gave them plentiful refreshment. 
The stranger went amoi^t them, and they in« , 
stantly rose from their repast with the utmost 
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reapect. FnNa tlieiii^ be kerned ifaattheiirfaole 
of the remainiog portion of the crew and passen* 
4^n bad quitted the ship. About thirty had 
peridbed; but ihe rest, nearly Sortj in mimber, 
were aafe on land. Another man now entered, 
andaddrened the stranger as' Sir William Rus- 
sell. Fesl be was great, lie was wealthy; and 
from that hour his influence and his wealth were 
devoted to the promotion of the happiness and 
welfare of the Fi^Hi^iiAjr's Fasilt. 



THE RED FLAG AT THE PORE- 

''Come, fstt thee down l^ me, love; c<Mtie, iit thee down 

by me, 
And I will tell thee many a tald of the dangers of the 
' *. Bea,— 
Of tiie perik of thci deep, love; when thestormy tempests 

. roar, *>. 
And the raging billows wildly dash qpon the groaning 
shore. 

The skies are flaming red, love, the skies are flaming 
Ted« 

And darkly rolls the mountain wave, and curls its mon- 
strous liead; 

Whilst clouds and ocean blending, and loud howls the bit- 
ter blast, 

And the daring tar, 'twizt life and death, clings to the 
shattered mast." 

* Never eball I fi>rget my emotions on first as- 
ceniKng the Bide of the ship, in which I com- 
menced my career as a sailor. It was just about 
the time when Nekon and the Nile was the uni- 
versal theme of conversation; our theatres echoed 
to the shoutsiof ^'Rule Britannia/* and the senate- 
house rang with plaudits for the achievements of 
naval valour. But.afal how few who i^oiced in 
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tbe triumphs of victory^ gave one thought to the 
hardships, privations, and oppressions under which 
the gallant seaman laboured. Boy-like, I thought 
it was a jovial life; and when standing on the deck, 
with the British ensign floating at the. peak, and 
the bull-dogs (cannon) peeping from their port- - 
holes, I felt, ''ay,, every inch a hera" Besides, 
there was siy handsome iinifi>rm, vrith bright gilt 
buttons bearing the impress of the anchor^ and 
my dirk, just long enough to spit a partridge, 
swinging like a cook's skewer by my sidoy^and a 
leathern belt with two fierce lions' hea«b in front, 
and that summit of a schoot-boy''s ambition, the 
cocked hat and gold rosettes. What child of 
twelve years could resSiBt the temptaHon! So I 
e'en kissed my poor mother, who used to compare 
the rattling of the rain, as it ran down the spout 
into the water-butt, to the roaring of the wavea^ 
and for whom gilded buttons and cocked-up hats 
had no charms,; — shook my father by the band, as 
he gave me the bill for my outfit, to ipake me (by 
calculating tbe expense) more careful of my 
clothes, — threw my arnui round the neck of mj 
wee|Hng sister, who.slyly thrust something into my 
waistcoat pocket, which I afterwacrds found was 
all hef own private little storeof,cash,c^^«nd away 
I started with glory in my eye^ to leave ''bome» 
sweet honie" far, far behind me.. 
The diip which I was going to join, was a fine 
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dadiing frigate, conunanded by « friend of mj 
Other's friend, to whom I re€eived4he meet band- 
some recommendations. I say friend of my fa- 
the1*'8 friend, for such he was represented to me; 
but the fact is,'»y worthy dad was a freeman of 
no contemptible borough, besides holding a con- 
siderable influence over a certain number of inde- 
pendent voters, and one of the candidates, whilst 
canvassing for the general election, bad declared 
that ^'I was' cut out for a sailor,''— ^that '*he bad 
interest at the Admiralty,'' and made no doubt 
tlmt by diligence and attention I diould seen 
carry the ^ed flag at the fore." I thought so 
too; but what the ^red flag at the ifbre" meant, 
I was just as ignorant as I was of cuckoo-clock 
making; Nevertheless, it sounded well, the -Can- 
dida t<& became an M. P., and I was sent on board 
a strapger amongst strangers, and about as much 
patronised as a widow's pig upon a village green. 
I had never seen a ship, — I had never seen the 
sea; and when the wide ocean burst upon my 
view, rolling its mighty billows m majectic gran- 
deur, I began to think that they were not the 
most pleasant things in life to play with, particu- 
larly for such a little fellow as myself; higAt v4ten 
the stupendous bulwarks of Britain appeared, as 
they lay at anchor in the bay, with their shining 
sides reflected on the wavef and their br%bt.en* 



66 Ttifi RED FLAG 

signs flashing in the stin, fear gave way to admi- 
ration, and I began to sing-^* 

"I'm a jolly roving tar, 
•' Fearing neither wound nor ecar, 
And many a tighlieh breeze then have I seen.'' 

But, bless your heart! I had seen nothing then$ 
nevertheless, I thought of the ''red flag at the 
fore/' and as the boat lightly skimnned the sur- 
face of the dark blue waters, a feeling of honest 
pride swelled in my little breast; — thenceforth I 
was to be devoted to my king and country. 

The first-lieutenant received me very gracious- 
ly. The wonders which, every where presented 
themselves almost overwheltaed me with aston- 
ishment and delights Buty alas! this was not of 
long duration; for a youngster about my own age 
accompanied me to the cockpit, where I was to 
take up my abode. The dark cavern which 
formed the mess-berth, where a ray of daylight 
never entered^ seemed rather horrible to my ima- 
gination, and the motley group of all ages from 
ten to twenty-five that filled it, did not inspire me 
with much confidence. 

At the door stood a stout negro, scarcely visible 
except by his white teeth and fajs rolling eyes, 
which strongly remiilQed me of Robinson Crusoe's 
moQster in the cave, and a little sprig of a mid- 
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shipman waa venting imprecations on him for not 
having the dinner readj. Surrounding a table 
inside the berth, which was illumined by two 
Jivar/* candles, that appeared as if they had never 
reached their proper growth, sat eight or ten 
small officers, employed in various ways. One 
was playing a difficult piece of music on the flute, 
with the notes placed before him, propped up by 
a quart bottle; a companion, to annoy and ridi« 
cule him, had put his pocket comb between two 
pieces of paper, and applying it to his mouth, pro- 
duced a sound more execrable than the bagpipes, 
yet still endeavouring to imitate the tune. Two 
youths in the farthest corner had quarrelled, and 
were settling their disputes in a boxing-match. 
Another seemed totally abstracted from the scene, 
and leaning hia elbows on thetabte, wascontemplat- 
ing the miniature of a fair*haired girl, whose mild 
blue eyes beamed with love^ and constancy. On 
the opposite side of the tdble two youngsters, with 
a treatise on seamanship before them, were argu- 
ing in no very gentle terms on their own proficien- 
cy in naval tactics. At the head of the table an old 
mast«:'s*niate was exercising his authority in pre- 
serving peace; but as he was engaged at the same 
time in mixing a good *?t^ glass of grog, his orders 
were either disr^arded or laughed at. But 
there was one pale-faced lad$ with a countenance 
full of intellectuai expression, whom I shall never 
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forget He sat by himseH, with a smalt wrltiDg 
desk before him, and on it lay a letter, Ifie'writer 
of whtchy not satisfied with filling up- each page 
\rith black ink, had crossed the lines with red, and 
this letter he was endeavouring to answer. The 
noise had dbturbed him, for sheet after sheet had 
been torn up, and lay in a pile by his side. He 
looked at the combatants, and a gentle murmur 
escaped him; he turned to the musicians, and a 
smile lighted up his features; ht cast his eyes to* 
wards the youth whose thoughts were with the 
pole-star of his affections, and a shade of melan* 
choly sat upon his brow. At this moment he 
caught sight of me, as I stood at the door, unde- 
termined whether to advance or recede, and his 
hand was instantly extended. He closed his 
desk, remarking that '<his sister must wait an* 
other day," and — ^but why need I recount every 
particular? — from that hour we were friends. 

Ay, how often when the pale moon at midnight 
has thrown her silver beams upon the bosom of 
the wave, or when the star-gemmed canopy of 
heaven has glistened with its myriads of glories, 
have we two stood together holding sweet con- 
verse on the past, and picturing bright scenes of 
future fame. Yes! hand in hand, we have stood 
like brothers talking of those sweet spots, endeared 
by every tie of fond f egard, where first we revell* 
ed in our infancy. Yet, oh GodI — ^the vision is 
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even now before me — ^wfaen I beheld that pale- 
faced youth struggling in the agonies of death,—-- 
those features full of mild benevolence, still more 
deadly in their hue and hideous in convulsive 
VfritbingSf — the, hand that I had so often pressed 
.with real unabated friendship, dyed in the life- 
stream from his heart^as he worked his fingers in 
the deep wound that dismissed his noble spirit! It 
was in action, when rage and vengeance lashed 
the passions into &ry. Yes! there he fell, and the 
ocean was hb grave. 

But to return to my introduction. Almost at 
the same moment that I entered the berth, a 
quarter-master came down and inquired if Mn 
Moriarty w^s below. A fine handsome young 
man, about two-and-twenty, immediately an- 
swered in the affirmative* ^'Here's a letter for 
you, sir," said the quarter-master, ''with the Ad- 
miralty seal on the back, and a direction full of 
sheep-shanks and long splices on the face of it." 

'*Ay! ay! Johnson," replied the young officer, 
''the old story I suppose: — *the door of promotion 
is shut,' and by and by I dare^}^ they will send 
me word that the key's lost But let us see, you 
old sea-dragon, and don't stand turning it over and 
over there, like a Lapland witch at her incanta- 
tions!" 

The veteran was examining the letter with 
rather an inquisitive eye; ibr his other eye was 
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on an equally inquisitorial visit to a full bottle of 
rum that stood upon the table, and be hesitated 
to give up his charge to the young officei;, who I 
now perceived had his right arnr in a sling incon- 
sequence, as I afterwards learned, of a wound re- 
ceived in the battle of Aboukir. 

^'Cantations or np cantations, sir," replied the 
old quarter-master, ''this here letter weighs 
heavy, and I have been close-hauled for these two 
days past; and it's dry work, sir, that tack and 
half tack.'* 

"Well, well, Johnson," rejoined the midship- 
maui ''you want a glass of grog, and you shall 
have it; so, steward, give him one, d'ye hear. 
And now hand over the scrawl." 

"Ay, ay, sir!" said Johnson, "and if it arn't 
freighted with a pair of white lapels — ^put some 
more rum in, you black angel! — then call old 
Johnson a lubber, that's alL" Moriarty laughed; 
but it was evident that he took the letter with 
some degree of tremoui^, especially as one of the 
youngsters jocosely addressed him as Lieutenant 
Moriarty. •. . 

"Hold your prating, simpleton," said he, "you 
wont find commissions so plentiful when you come 
t§ my age, unless you happen to be a stray slip 
of nobility, or have strong parliamentary interest 
to back you." 

The old quarter-master had been wrangling 
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with the black steward for another drop> and then 
holding up his grog^ exclaimed, ''Your health, 
Lieutenant Moriarty! and I hope I shall live to see 
you carry 'the red flag at the fore.' " 

"With all my heart, Johnson/' replied Mo- 
riarty, his eyes sparkling with pleasure, for the 
letter was now unfolded; "and see, here is the 
first step up the ratlines sure enough; whether I 
shall ever reach the mast-head or not is another 
thing." 

"It was an order from the Admiralty to go on 
shore and receive his commission, and every one 
crowded round him full of congratulations. I can- 
not say but I felt a little jealous about the ^'red 
flag at the fore," for I considered that as my ex- 
clusive right, though utterly ignorant of what it 
meant. But I was soon enlightened upon the sub- 
ject, for being naturally coaununicative, I men- 
tioned my expectations of getting "the red flag at 
the fore" during dinner, and several of the little 
midshipmen nearlychoked themselves with laugh- 
ing at me. I then learned that the "red flag at 
the fore" was the distinction ora vice-admiral of 
the red; a station that not more than one oflicer 
in five thousand ever attained, and even then only 
through very distinguished merit or peculiar good 
fortune. Nevertheless, I was nothing daunted, 
and the "red flag at the fore" urged me on. 
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We sailed a few dajrs afterwards with a convoy 
for Bombay and China, but destined to cruise 
ourselves in the neighbourhood of the Cape of 
Grood Hope. We had not quitted port more than 
a week, when we encountered a very severe 
gale. It was the first time I had beheld the sea 
in such commotion, and the spectacle was awfully 
grand. The noble ship was borne like a weed 
upon the ocean at the mercy of the tempest, 

which howled through iho rigging so as to deaden 

the shouts of the seamen while furling the heavy 
sails upon the yards. Billow after billow beat 
over us, and as the rolling waves dashed up their 
frothy crests to heaven, roaring in the wildness 
of their fury, I could not help thinking how dif- 
ferent the noise was from the comparison of my 
poor mother, when she heard the rain patter 
into the water-buti. The convoy, too, heavy- 
laden Indiamen and transports with troops, were 
scattered in every direction; but now and then 
we could distinguish one or two, as they appear- 
ed for a moment on the summit of the foam- 
ing sui^e, like dirn specks upon the verge of the 
horizon. 

Night came and brought its frowning horrors; 
a pitchy darkness which seemed almost palpable 
to the touch, hung with a funeral gloom above, 
whilst the wild waves, lashed by the raging tem- 
pest into sparkling foam, served but to render 
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the blackness of the heavens, more dense and 
horrible. At the commencement of the gale the 
wind was dead against us, and the ship was hove- 
to under a close-reefed main-topsail; but towards 
midnight the wind veered in our favour, and we 
flew through the liquid element with astonishing 
rapidity. The shifting of the gale had produced 
a* still wilder commotion in the waves, which 
seemed to be struggling for the master j. Wave 
after wave came raging after us and threatening 
to ingulf the frigate; but, like a bird upon the 
wing, the gallant vessel lifted to the swell and 
rushed down the steep abyss, tracking her path 
with brilliancy and light. 

I cannot say but the spectacle rather terrified 
me, and more than once I wished the "red flag 
at the fore" at the — 

*'Stop," says the reader, "and do not conclude 
the sentence." But really, gentle reader, I must; 
for I was merely going to say that I wished the 
"red flag at the fore" at the mast-head, and my- 
self snug in my own little bed- room with my poor 
mother to tie my night-cap, and to tuck me in. 

Ossian or Byron, I forget which, says: "Once 

more upon the waters, yet once more, and the 

waves bound beneath me as a steed that knows 

his rider;" but I found a vast deal of difference 

between mounting the speckled waves and riding^ 

my own pretty Kttle piebald pony. Morning at 
q2 
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length appeared; the wind had again changed, 
and the ship was once more hove-to.. But if the 
gale of the preceding night had been furious, it 
now came with redoubled violence, and the state- 
ly vessel which had so lately steered her course 
in majesty and pride, lay writhing and groaning 
between the billows like the soul of the mighty 
struggling with the last pangs of mortality. 

Orders were given tafurl the foresail, and about 
sixty of the best seamen sprang aloft to execute 
the command. Already had they extended them- 
selves upon the yard, and were gathering up the 
folds of the heavy canvass, when a tremendous 
sea came like an Alpine mountain rushing to- 
wards us. As the poor wretch, when the fierce 
eye of some famished beast of prey is glaring on 
him, stands fixed and immovable, so did th^ 8ea« 
men suspend their labours when they saw the 
waters of destruction approaching. No human 
voice could. warn them of their danger, no hand 
could be ou||tretched to save. There seemed to 
be a momentary stillness in the storm, and a shud- 
dering instinct crept through every spirit, — a 

^ horrible dread of they knew not what. 

Still onward rolled the wa^e; it struck the ves- 
sel on the bows, and threw its ponderoi^ burden 

.on the deck. A crash mingle^ with a wild tu- 
multuous yell ensued,, and when the spray had 
cleared, it was found that the fore-mast had been 
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swept away, and upwards of fifty brave, fellows 
were buried in the waves. Some still remained 
entangled in the rigging; but man afterjnanwas 
washed away till one alone was left. We could 
see him — we could speak to him — :but only that 
Power who holds the tempests in his hands could 
rescue him from death. There he struggled; 
blank despair in every feature, as his strong 
limbs writhed round the shattered mast, and with 
convulsive agony he bufieted the waves. Of what 
avail was human strength in such an hour of 
peril? His hold relaxed; — it became weaker, and 
slowly he settled in his watery grave. 

i need not describe the effects which such a 
scene produced upon the mind of a boy not thir- 
teen years of age, and even at this moment, — so 
strong are first impres8ion8,-^the crash, the yell, 
and the agonized contortions of that drowning 
man, are present to my mind in all their horrors. 

The wreck was cleared, the storm abated; a 
jury-mast was erected, and once more the stately 
frigate held her way upoQ the glossy surlEace of 
the azure wave. The first duty was to collect 
the convoy, and heavy forebodings of their fate 
were whispered among the crew. One by one, 
however, they gathered round us, showing mani- 
fest indications of the recent storm. 

There is something peculiarly interesting to a 
seaman in the assembling of ships tUier a gale of 
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wind; it occasions a seosation which a landsman 
can never feel, unless it is that sort of melancholy 
satisfaction when friends meet who have sur-^ 
mounted adversity together, but with the appre- 
hension of similar calamity before them. Several 
6f the convoy were yet undiscovered, and as the 
evening was closing in, the heavy report of a dis- 
tant gun came booming on the waters. Another 
and another followed in rapid succession, and the 
frigate's course was directed towards the spot 
from whence the sounds proceeded. 

The sun went down in glory; its radiance tinged 
the bosom of the liquid element, but it never rose 
again on those whose signals of distress we heard. 
They must have seen his last beams arching the 
heavens with their golden brightness, and light 
and hope must have expired to them for ever. 

The wind opposed our progress, and the swell 
still rolled against us, though now it was only the 
heaving of the sea without its breaking violence. 
Still we approached nearer to the object of our 
search, as the noise of the guns was more distinct, 
and the flashes were plainly visible. At length, 
about midnight, by the help of glasses, a dismast- 
ed ship was distinguished rolling like a log upon 
the waters. Every nerve was strained, every ef- 
fort was made to intimate that assistance was at 
hand, and the boats were prepared to give suc- 
cour, or to snatch from destruction. The sight 
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was eagerly bent towards the spot where the 
clear horizon was broken by the dark object of 
our goQ<i intentions. Suddenly the curve ap- 
peared connected; in vain the eye sought the ves- 
sel in distress; for nothing obstructed the view of 
sky and ocean, and '^he's gone! she's gone!" was 
simultaneously exclaimed by officers and men. 

Yes! she was gone; and the gallant ship, that 
had endured the fury of the tempest, sunk when 
its wrath was spent. But that tempest had 
doubtless shaken her stout frame and rent her 
joints asunder. Yet it was hard to perish almost 
within the grasp of safety. 

Hopes were still entertained that some, if not 
all, had escaped in the boats. Our own were 
hoisted out, and having neared the supposed spot, 
were immediately despatched. The morning 
dawned in magnificence and splendour; the sun 
rose in glorious majesty, but his earliest beams 
glanced on a scattered wreck that told a tale of 
death. The boats were actively employed in 
passing to and fro, but no appearance of human 
being could be discerned. The launch vf^p dis- 
covered bottom upwards, and another boat bro- 
ken nearly in two. The truth was soon disclosed, 
for the name. Atlas, on the stem of the launch, 
informed us that nearly two hundred victims had 
perished in the deep. How the catastrophe had 
happened could only be matter for ccmjecture. 
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One of our boats fell id with some floating 
spars, which were lashed together so as to form a 
kind of floating raft; and on turning them over, a 
scene presented itself that filled every soul with 
anguish* A young female apparently about 
twenty-two, with an infant fastened round her 
body, had been secured to the timber, — perhaps 
the last sad office of a tender husband, who in the 
afiectionate solicitude of his heart, had vainly hoped 
to rescue them from death. They were taken 
on board the frigate, sewed up in a hammock, 
and again consigned to that element at once their 
destruction and their grave. 

One other ship was still missing; what became 
of her, I never heard; but after waiting a proper 
time, we pursued our way to the island of St. Ja- 
go, the place of rendezvous. A succession of fine 
weather soon deadened the remembrance of the 
past, and by the time of our reaching the Cape 
de Verds, the "red flag at the fore" had once 
more gained the ascendancy. The novelties 
which presented themselves at Port Praya, the 
oranges, the cocoa-nuts, and above all, the mon- 
keys sporting in their native cunning unrestrain- 
ed among the green foliage, were delightful; 
whilst the waters in the bay were so clear and 
transparent, that fi^h could be distinctly seen at 
the depth of from thirty to forty feet swimming 
above the silver sand that covered the bottom* 
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Having refitted and watered, the anchor was 
ODce more weighed, and we again directed our 
course to the place of destination. At the lati- 
tude appointed, we parted from our convoy, and 
then were left alone. Days, weeks passed on, 
and no sail ever appeared in sight to change the 
dull monotony. It was still the same unvaried 
scene of sky and ocean, and not unfrequently se- 
vere and boisterous weather. At the end of five 
weeks, we were gratified by the sight of a ship 
steering -towards us, and in a few hours had re- 
taken a fine Indiaman, prize to a French frigate. 
No time was lost in securing her, but the irrepa- 
rable devastation caused by scurvy among our 
crew, rendered it necessary to proceed with our 
recapture to Madras; and thither we hastened. 

On our arrival, fresh scenes that appeared like 
enchantment opened upon me. The natives on 
their catamarans, formed of three or four logs 
lashed together, dashing without dismay through 
the tremendous surf that rolled upon the beach 
with everlasting roar, and the manners and ha- 
bits of the people, filled my young mind with 
wonder and admiration. I regret that my first 
letter to my poor mother is not forthcoming; in 
fact, the^orthy soul considered it such a concen- 
tration of genius and talent, — ^I much question 
whether there was not some little exaggeration 
in my descriptions, — ^that she wore it t;omplete1y 
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out by carrying it in her pocket to show to all her 
friends and neighbours. 

We remained three years in the East Indies 
without anything material occurring, aud then 
the cry was — ^'^Huzza for old England!" But it 
would be an almost endless task were I to enu- 
merate all my adventures, perilous and humorous, 
and sometimes a combination of both, in my strenu- 
ous endeavours to attain the '^red flag at the 
fore." Before my six years had expired, I had 
been in seven different engagements, received 
three wouuds, (one of them severe,) been once 
shipwrecked, and once taken prisoner, but escap- 
ed. Storms I had weathered many; had visited 
the coast of Africa, South America, and New 
South Wales; but still I endured every thing for 
the sake of the "red flag at the fore." 

At the expiration of six years, I passed my ex- 
amination for lieutenant and received my certifl-. 
cate of qualification; which, after waiting a mo- 
dest time, I forwarded with a memorial to my 
patron, who had been elevated to the House of 
Peers. His answer was, that ^'things were mate- 
rially changed since I first went to sea; the same 
individuak were not now in office, and he much 
questioned whether he could obtain my promotion; 
indeed he hinted that it would be better for me 
to quit the service, and apply myself to some other 
profession.'^ I cannot describe my disappoint- 
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ment and vexation. Through the representatiotis 
of this man, I had given up the sweets of child- 
hood to endure the severest hardships and priva- 
tions. I had toiled unflinchingly in mj duty; I 
hsul fought the battles of my country, and could 
show my honourable scars; and thus to have the 
"red flag at the fore" torn down by the hand I 
expected to raise me! — my pride, and every feel- 
ing of my heartj revolted against it. I was de- 
termined to persevere. 

Other six years passed away, in which I was a 
partaker of some of the most brilliant achieve- 
ments of the war, when I was honoured, after 
thirteen years' servitude^ with a lieutenant's ccun- 
mission. But even then it was not gained by any 
desperate act of valour, or by those feats which 
are dear and precious to every British sailor's 
heart; but simply by obtaining (through the pre- 
sent of a handsome Cashmere shawl) the .interest 
of a fair lady, h%bly esteemed by the First Lord 
of the Admiralty^ However^ I got the white 
lapels, and that was, as Moriarty observed, "the 
first step up the ratlines" towards the "red flag 
at the fore." 

After tbis^ things wemt on tolerably ill among 
some sharp ^ghting and many hard knocks* My 
poor mother slipped her cable for the blessed 
haveii of eternal rest My sister got married to 
a pirate, who plundered my father's property^ 

vou II. H 
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and then cast her adrift upon the world. The 
old gentleman's gray hairs were brought with 
sorrow to the grave, my sister's coffin was soon 
placed upon his breast, and I wasr left desolate* 

Still the "red flag at the fore/' like a will-o'- 
the^wisp, lured me on. I conducted one of the 
fire-ships at Lord Cochrane's attack upon the 
French fleet in Basque Roads; had the command 
of a gun-boat at the storming of St. Sebastian, 
and was with the army at the sortie from Bay- 
onne, in which I got a crack on the head — ^not 
big enough to jump in, to be sure, but it set my 
brains spinning for a month. I commanded a 
fast-sailing schooner charged with despatches for 
Wellington, when he was expected to occupy 
Bordeaux, and entered the Garbnne in the dead 
of the night, lighted on my way by the flames of 
a French eighty-gun ship that had been set on 
fire to prevent her falling into the hands of the 
English; and having anchored in a secure position, 
left my vessel in a four-»oared boat, passed the 
batteries undiscovered, ai^d executed my orders 
as the brave marshal stood in the great square, 
with white flags and beauty greeting his arrival. 

Peace came' Bonaparte was elbowed off to 
Elba, and the "red flag at the fore" was as far 
off as ever.^ My vessel was paid ofl^ and after 
many years of activity, I entered upon a life of 
indolence. But as Dr. Watts very wisely ob« 
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flenres, in one of the hymna which I was. compel* 
led to learn at school when a cbildi — 

."Satan fiods some nii9<^ef still, 
For idle hands to doj"— 

so I e'en got married. The fair lady (she is now 
peeping over my shoulder) attracted my atten- 
tion at church by the broad and bright ribands 
that graced the front Vf her 'bonnet They re- 
minded me of the "red flag at the fore," and an 
inglorious sigh escaped. Now every body knows 
tliat a sigh is the beginning of love, for Byron 
says, 

"Ob, love! what is it in this worid of oors 
That makes it fatal to be loved? Ah, why 

With cypress dost thou wreath thy bowers. 
And make thy best interpreter a sigh?" 

• __ 

Well, but to make short of it, I got married; 
but no sooner had Napoleon returned from Elba, 
than I was again at my duty. I was sent by Sir 
Pulteney Malcolm, then naval commander-in- 
chief at Ostend, with a party of seamen to man 
the great guns in the army under Wellington on 
the plains of Waterloo, and the '^red flag at the 
fore'' once more opened .on my view. It was on 
the very morning aAer the decisive battle, that 
between Brussels and Bruges, I met the first de- 
tachment of prisoners coming down from the 
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field, and was ordered to take charge of them to 
Ostend. There were about two thousand officers 
and men, most of them wounded and without a 
single application or dressing to the mangled parts; 
jet their devotion to Napoleon was unabated, and 
with their stiffened limbs sor^ with laceration, and 
their bodies gashed and scored with sabre cuts, 
they stUl shouted, Vive VEmpereurP^ 

The battle of Waterloo ended the war; Bona- 
parte was despatched to St. Helena, and all pros- 
pects of promotion are over. My noble patron 
has accomplished the number of his days, and no 
''red flag at the fore" will ever fall to my lot, un- 
less indeed T include a certain Bardolphian tinge 
to flie most promio^it feature of my face, which 
has been red at the fore for some years past; hut 
excepting the half-pay of a lieutenant, a small 
remnant of prize-money, and a wife and sevea 
children, I am as poor as a churchwarden's cha- 
rity-box. 



THE PRISONER. 

^It iir thou liberty! thrice Bweet and graciotu goddesi, 
whom all in public and in private worship, whose taste is 
grateful and ever will be so, till Nature herself shall 
change." 

STfiEUfiU 

TviHBNTT years bad floated down the stream 
of time since my escape from a French prison* 
and my ahnost knmediate embarkation for the 
East Indies with cheerful prospects and with a 
glowing heart. Hope and enterprise urged me 
on in my ca.reer> and the effi>rts of my industry 
were crowned with .complete success. But ah! 
bow dear the purchase; an Asiatic clime bad un- 
dermined my constittttiony. and ill health had 
rendered me peevish and discontented; so that I 
determined once more to visit the la^d of my 
nativitv, and I embarked in an Indiaman for that 
purpose. 

Only those who have been long estranged from 

the home of their fathers, and are returning to it 

with ardient expectation and tbrillii^ apprehen* 

sions— only those can tell the mil^ling sensations 
h2 
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of pain nh& pleasure ^hat «^ia(e the breaati as 
the tall ship urges on b^ course-^'^splash, splashy 
along the .,wai¥e,^-<^wMIe 4he anxknis mariner, 
daj after dajt •<<ak;tt)ates ihis ^distance from the 
shore and agfas "to find it yet so far away« 

At last, I trod on British ground, but how 
changed were all thingssince my departut^ The 
authors of my being^were no more; the <3ompa- 
nions of my youth were scattered upon the wide 
world, or num1)ei:ed with the dead; while others 
whom I 'had feUed tn n^ arms at parting, and 
felt my cheek bedewed with their tears, now re- 
ceived me with distant pcfliteness and cdd reserve. 
No cheering hearrt^descriptive smile 'of afiection 
welcomed my return, and I found myself alone, 
unfriended and unblest. Society becanoe ny 
aversion, and withdrawing from the world to the 
cottage where I'first received eilistenoe, my days 
were passed in nurturing the Melancholy that 
consumed my Iteart, and^my cfeief gratification 
was to pass the hours of solitude near the tomb 
of my parents. There I would pour out my 
griefs, and pray to^oin them in the blissful realms 
of immortality; but a life like this, working upon 
a debilitated constitution, soon shattered my m- 
tellects, and my reason became impaired. 

One lovely evening in August, I had taken my 
usual position, and the stillness of the hour, the 
serenity of the air, the surrounding scenery, teem- 
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iDg with the choicest blessings of Dftture's store 
and gilded bj the last rays of the setting sun, 
operated like enchantment on my mind; while the 
tolemnity of the lone churchyard, sptead with the 
turf-raised tenements of death, wrought upon my. 
disordered imagination, and filled me with a su- 
perstitious awe. The darkening shades of twi- 
light fell heavier on the landscape, and I gazed 
around with indescribable sensations, fearing my 
eyes might rest on some unearthly form; yet des- 
perately wishing to know the secrets of the clay- 
cold prison-house. 

At this moment, as the full round moon shed 
her pale lustre en the monumental stones, bleach- 
ed by many a winter's storm, — at this very mo- 
ment, my sight fell upon a strange •mysterious 
figure, crouched near a new-made grave. Every 
fibre of my heart was racked to the extreme, 
every nerve was* strung with maddening resolve. 
I rushed toward the spot; but what was my hor- 
ror, what were the sickening sensations of my 
soul, when the figure raised his pale face, and as 
the moon-beams fell upon it, I beheld the well- 
remembered countenance of one who had shared 
the pastimes of my boyhood, who had been my 
fellow-prisoner at Verdun, whose untimely death 
I had deplored, and whose mortal remains I had 
myself seen consigned to the silent grave. If 
spoke; the v(Hce seemed to be the same, though 
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mournful and sepulchral^ and everj faculty of 
my mind seemed to be suspended. Again it sp(dce, 
and recognised me,--*-cbaDged as I was,*— <:alled 
me by name^ and rising from the earthy stretched 

forth its hand to welcome me. I shrunk back for 

• 

an instant, my brain was suddenly as if on fire, 
nnd then again was chilled to icy coldness; life 
seemed to tremble pn the verge of eternity, I 
sprang forward, grasped the extended hand,, and 
fell senseless to the earth. On again recovering, 
the spectre waa.gone, but the recollection flash- 
ed upon my mind. I hastened towards my Qot« 
tage, and entered it a maniac* 

Months passed away in this unhappy §tate; — 
sometimes the attendants were animated by the 
iaiat glimiperings-of hope, at others they 'were 
prepared to resign me to the angel of death* 
However, contrary to every expectation, I slow* 
ly recovered my reason and my health, whea 
after a careful explanation, the fancied specire 
again visited me, and was received as my old^ my 
intimate friend; in short, we had been deceived 
respecting his death and burial through the in<> 
famous intrigues of the commandant, Wirrion, 
and from his own lips I heard the following ac* 
count: — 

"You may remember, B , the kindness 

which many of the prisoners experienced > from 
the inhabitants at Verdun, and the tender attach- 
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ments that united numbers of youthful hearts to- 
gether, softening the loss of liberty, and lighten- 
^ ing the bonds of imprisonmenl. Can you foi^et 
Adele, — the beautiful, blooming; innocent Adele? 
Do you not recdlect the first time we saw her at 
the gathering in of the vintage, when her luxu« 
riant auburn hair was entwined with the green 
leaves of the vine, and she presided as the queen 
of the festival? Have you forgotten the sweet 
voice that \viirbled forth such strains of harmony? 
Yes! you may forget, but I never can. 

''From that moment I loved Adele; from that 
moment our hearts were firmly knit together, 
and every interview served to strengthen our fond 
regard. She was an orphan, her parents bad 
perished in the sanguinary conflicts of the revo- 
lution, and she now resided with a widowed aunt, 
whose only daughter had pledged her aflfection to 
our fellow-prisoner, Robinson. Euphemia was 
ligbt-hearted, gay, and full of spirit^ Adele was 
firm, cheerfnl, and enthusiastic, but at times a 
deep melancholy overshadowed her disposition, 
nor would she reveal the oause. 

'^A few months after our first acquaintance, 
several officers had broken their parole and esr 
cnped, the consequence was a rigid restriction on 
the freedom of the rest; but still money at all 
limes could overcome the watchfulness of the 
guard. One evening, Robinson and myself had 



90 THB PRISOHISR* 

bribed the gens dParmes to permit our straying ae 
fitr (IS the vineyard. We found Euphemia at the 
cottage, but Adele had walked to the verge of 
the grounds near the towni expecting our ap- 
proach, and as we had been compelled to enter 
them by another path, she was not aware of our 
arrival. I immediately hastened towards the 
spot where I expected to find her, whe)) a low 
murmuring sound followed by a faint shriek, ar- 
rested my step^« They were repeated still loud- 
er, and the sound directed me to the place from 
whence they proceeded. The cry of distress was 
enough for a British heart, and forgetting my 
situation as a prisoner, forgetting every thing but 
that some one stood in need of my assistancey I 
rushed forward. The shrieks continued, though 
fainter, and in a few seconds I reached the spot 
where Adele, my own sweet Adele, was strug- 
gling with a brute in human form. In an instant 
he was prostrate at my feet, and the £EiintiDgt.ia« 
nocent maiden clasped to my breast; but turning 
my eyes towards the wretch whp thus had for- 
feited all pretensions to the character of man, I 
saw my fate was sealed, — ^it was the infamous, 
the cruel Wirrion. 

"Before I could recover from my surprise, the 
villain had spj^UDg upon his feet and advanced 
towards us; but stopping short, he gnashed his 
teethj and shaking his clenched hand, ^xclaimec^ 
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<Eh bies, mmistear!' and instanfly retreated. *Yott 
are loet/ cried Adele, Hny Henry .you are lost! 'tk 
his persecutions have made me wretched^ and I 
did not dare to teli you, lest it might lead to dan- 
gerous consequences;' 

"We ran to the cottage, related the events 
which had occurred, and then bidding the sweet 
girls ferewell, with heavy, dejeoled spirits Robin- 
son and lidstantly returned to our quarters. 

^*Day after day passed on, but no public notice 
was taken of the transaction. No! the villain 
played a deeper game; Our minds were kept in 
a state of continued alarm by mysterious hints, 
rigid watchfulness, and harsh regulations; till at 
last, in. conjunction with our faithful adherents, 
who sacrificed all selfish feelings to secure our 
safety, we projected our escape, and they pre- 
pared to supply us with every requisite for the 
purpose. Oppression had stirred up my spirit, 
and I longed once more to tread the deck in the 
service of my country; yet to leave Adele, whom 
I so fondly loved, and to leave her too exposed to 
such a minister, — mv heart sickened at the 
tjiought. 

**I was sitting in my apartment, agitated by 
struggles between affection and duty, reflecting > 

tfcit every means would be employed to shorten 
my days if I remained, and the many chances 
there were against my escape, when a lad en- 
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tered and intimated that there was a peasant 
waiting below, who wished to deliver a message. 
The person was iptrodnced, and we were left 
alone; but what was my surprise to find, under a 
peasant's garb, my beautiful Adele. She had 
brought the disguises we were to assume, and 
qame, as she said, 'Ho weep her last farewell!'' 
Often did I declare it was imposnble to leave her; 
and as often did she press my departure with an 
earnestness that surprised and distressed me. 

"Every thing at last was finally arranged, and 
on the ensuing night, Robinson and myself were 
to repair to a particular spot, where, upon a con- 
certed signal, a Adthful guide would be ready to 
attend us. Short was our interview, — I pressed 
her to my heart, — we pledged our solemn trotb» 
—and — she tore herself away. 

'^The following morning, Robinson received his 
instructions, and to avoid suspicion, we kept with- 
in doors through the remainder of the day. At 
dusk we sallied forth, and passed the gates just 
before they were closed, not without suspicion^ 
but our disguises were so admirably contrived, as 
to deceive the penetrating looks of the guard. 
The night was dark and stormy, and it was with 
great difficulty we reached the suburbs near the 
vineyard. Here poor Robinson formed the reso- 
lution of once more seeing Euphemia; and though 
I pointed out the danger, yet my own heart was 
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inyolnntarily attracted towards the cottage. We 
approached, but were compelled to abandon the 
design, as the gens (Formes were evidently on the 
watch. 

'^We returned to the spot where our guide was 
to be in waiting, and made the signal; but it met 
with no reply, and we dreaded lest by delay we 
had forfeited the opportunity of escape. Crouch- 
ed behind a jutting rock, after remaining some 
time longer in anxious suspense, we saw a figure 
moving at a short distance; the signal was again 
given, and by being answered, we knew it to be 
our guide. He appeared, from his stature, to be 
a mere lad; but the darkness of the night and a 
broad-brimmed hat, concealed every feature of 
his face. Not a word passed on either side, and 
we commenced our march over a rugged track 
winding among the rocks, that greatly impeded 
our progress, till we came suddenly upon the 
main road, and the next moment were surround- 
ed by a troop of cavalry. They interrogated our 
guide, but he was silent; they addressed us, and 
suspecting we were betrayed through the machi- 
nations of Wirrion, I was on the point of venting 
my indignation on the guide, when he prevented 
it by answering we were peasants. The reply 
not satisfying the officer, and the guide preparing 
to pass on, he struck him a severe blow on the 
head with the flat of his sword; a piercing shriek 
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followed, that wrung my soul to agony, — such a 
shriek as had once before fell upon ray tortured 
ear; it was Adele, — the generous, self-devoted 
Adele,— -and she fell into my arms breathless and 
bleeding. 

''The officer and several of the troop alighted 
on discovering that our guide was a female, and 
every means were used to restore animation, 
which, after considerable exertion, proved suc- 
cessful; and we were informed that our condition 
was well known, as they had only a short time 
before seized the conveyance which was to carry 
us beyond the frontiers, and had extorted the 
whole plot from the driver. 

''There are some situations to. which human 
nature may be exposed, that come like a blight 
upon the heart, chilling every faculty, and such 
was my case now; an icy coldness crept through 
my whole frame, and a faint sick shuddering 
shook every nerve. Adele was still supported ia 
my arms, but I experienced neither grief nor 
pleasure; -her blood ran streaming down my 
breast, but excited neither horror nor resentment; 
not a single murmur escaped from my lips, yet an 
insupportable weight of anguish pressed heavy on 
my soul. I heard the curses and execrations of 
our captors with indifierence; but 'When they 
came to force her from me, then — then my spirit 
was aroused, — then my dormant faculties awak- 
ened from their stupefaction, and clasping her 
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closer to my heart, I swore to hold her there till 
death* The courageous girl clung round me 
with all the powerful strength of maddening des- 
peration, hut how futile were our efforts against 
the united force of such a band! we were forcibly 
torn from each other; I saw her tender arms pi- 
nipned with cords; I saw her mounted on one of 
their horses; my stupor returned, and I patient- 
ly suffered them to bind my hands, Robinson and 
myself were conveyed to the citadel, and put in 
close confinement. 

*'0n the following nK>rning, Wirrion came to 
our prison, and a ghastly smile of infernal satis- 
faction played upon his features. Every epithet 
my tongue could lavish on a villain, was poured 
oh him. At first he shrunk back; but approach- 
ing nigher, I heard his detested voice in a half 
whisper muttering between bis teeth, 'Remem- 
ber Adele!' My hand was instantly writhed in 
the wretch's collar, but the bayonets of the guard 
were presented, — ^nay, even pricked my breast, 
and the pain compelled me to quit my hold, and 
we were condemned to solitary confinement for 
breaking our parole. Oh! how many hours and 
days of agonized suspense followed close upon 
each other! and though a cheerful gleam would 
sometimes break upon our dreary solitude, yet 
the uncertainty as to what had become of those 
we loved, clouded the brightest moments. In vain 
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exertions were used in our behalf; we were con- 
sidered dead to the world, and all its enjoyments. 
*< Among the soldiers who did duty near our 
prison, was an old grenadier, and sometimes we 
surprised him gazing at us with deep and marked 
emotion; but the. moment he found himself ob- 
served, he would resume his ferocious counte- 
nance and turn away. On a particular day of 
festival, when discipline somewhat relaxed from 
its severity, our grenadier was sentry over us, 
and having looked cautiously around, be growled 
out a curse at the English prison^s, and thrust 
his bayonet towards the grated bars of the win- 
dow. At first, I thought he designed to stab me; 
but observing something like white paper screw- 
ed up in the muzzle of his firelock, it was in- 
stantly in my hand, and the piece withdrawn. 
Hope once more played round my heart; it was a 
note in broken English, expressive of sympathetic 
feeling, and promising assistance. The writer 
had been a prisoner in England, and had shared 
the generous hospitality of my countrymen; but 
what conveyed the greatest delight to my mind, 
was assurances of the safety of the dear girls. 
After reading this unexpected epistle, we looked 
down towards the veteran; but no eflbrt <;puld 
again draw his attention, he continued pacing his 
post till relieved, without taking the slightest 
notice. Means of communication we had none» 
and several weeks of intense anxiety passed ftseay 



THB PRISOITER. 97 

vrithout again seeing tlie grenadier. Wlrrion 
would frequentlj come to glut bis brutal malice, 
and never failed to drop some threatening hint 
of his future intentbns. 

*'One afternoon, the grenadier again appeared 
before our prison; but the other sentinels were 
too near, for him to convey any thing of which he 
was possessed, though it appeared evident that 
such was his intention. Recollecting the mode 
of receiving the last communication, I uttered a 
torrent of abusive and provoking language; he 
seemed to understand my meaning, and thrusting 
the bayonet through the bars, my hands grasped 
the paper, and unfolded afi affectionate yet 
mournful epistle from Euphemia and Adele. The 
latter had been imprisoned, and every method 
resorted to which was likely to efiect her destruc- 
tion; but, happily, she had escaped all the machi- 
nations of the villain Wirrioa. Her wound had 
been healed, and she was again restored to liber- 
ty. This letter was enclosed in a paper written 
on, I believe, by yourself with a pencil." 

**I remember it," said I; "it was to give you 
hopes of escape, as several had united in the 
cause, determined to set you at liberty; but the 
commandant traversed our design. A French- 
man we entrusted, betrayed our secret." 

"It was so," he continued; "and from time to 
time the veteran supplied tis with information« 
i2 
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BjT his means we were furnished with tools to cut 
through the bars which cbofioed us; hut this was 
a work of time, and could only be attempted at 
those hours when our friend was on sentry, as 
the least noise of the file would have betrayed 
us to the man at the next post At last* after a 
sickening interval of several months, pur task was 
accomplished, and we waited in anxious expecta- 
tion for further instructions. 

''It was on a stormy day in ^November, poor 
Robinson and myself were sitting together on our 
only chair, conversing about home and recalling 
to memory the transactions of our childhood, 
when parents, brothers, sisters, and the compa- 
iiions of our juvenile amusements alternately oc- 
cupied our attention. From them the conver- 
sation turned to the land of our nativityi and 
there was something so peculiar in Robinson's 
manner when speaking of his country, as to ex- 
cite painful sensations in my mind. His spirits 
w«re exceedingly dejected, though at times an 
enthusiastic expression of devoted attachment to 
his king and his profession lightened up his pale 
fe$itures with a glow of animation; but it would 
presently sink again, and grasping my hand, while 
a tear trembled in his eye, he uttered, *You will 
see them again, you will once more tread on 
British soil, whilst I — ^yes, my grave will be made 
in the land wherein I ^m a stranger. Yet tell 
them, — tell my parents that Robinson nev«r dis- 
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graced bis clotb, or committed an act for which 
thej could blush«' I endeavoured to divert bis 
thoughts from such idesis, but my efforts were 
useless. I know not whether there is any thing 
Uke presentiment; but in many events which oc- 
cur in our journey through life, there are some 
strange mysterious coincidences that would al- 
most prompt the credence of it, and thus it proved 
with poor Robinson. 

*^The heavy bell of the citadel tolled four, and 
in a few minutes we heard the relief-guard be- 
neath our windows. The officer and his men 
passed on; we listened to the measured tread, as 
their steps r^eded,and then cautiously advanced; 
but the sentry was in his box, and again we re- 
sumed our seat. The theme of our conversation 
turned upon the dear girls, who had risked so 
much for the poor prisoners; and here Robinson 
was again sad and melancholy, conjuring me, if 
my life was spared, to give his last and tender 
farewell to the amiable £uphemia. 

*^At this moment a noise was heard, like the 
fall of a firelock on the pavement, but it passed 
unnoticed; however, when a short time bad 
elapsed, it was repeated, and on going to our 
grating to ascertain the cause, we saw our faith- 
ful old soldier on the post. The rain was pour- 
ing down in torrents, and the weather was ex- 
cessively cold^ so that most of the other sentinels 
WM glad to keep under shelter. Aft^r taking 
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two or three tarns without looking up, he sudden- 
ly halted, raised his bayonet to the window, and 
we received a small scrap of paper, which con- 
tained these words, written in a hand we did not 
remember to have seen before. 'At ten o'clock 
to-night, when the relief comes round, be ready 
to remove your grating and descend. Upon the 
ramparts, under the muzzle of the third gun from 
the sentry-box, you will find materials to assist in 
your descent, and below are disguises to put on. 
Be firm and resolute.' 

**There was a something in the manner of this 
note that did not altc^ether please me; it raised 
suspicions I found it difficult to suppress; but to 
give any information of this to the grenadier was 
impossible; he returned to the spot no more. The 
next consideration was, how we were to descend; 
but that was readily suggested, by tearing our 
blankets into slips, and then twisting them to- 
gether. To tell you the torturing suspense we 
endured, while the time passed heavily on, is be- 
yond my power, but there was a novelty in our 
situation which lifted us to hope. Nine o'clock 
came, and our hearts beat in tumultuous disorder; 
we listened to the chiming of the quarters, and 
silently prepared for our removal. At last, we 
heard the first warning for ten, and we grasped 
each other's hand with convulsive agitation. 
Every stroke of the sonorous bell vibrated on our 
hearts with sickly apprehension; it ceased,*and 
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all was sileDty except the howling of the wind 
and the pelting of the rain* Shortly afterward, 
the sentinel challenged the relief, and hope and 
despair alternately took possession of my breast, 
but both urged me on in the same deteraiined 
course. 

''The night was uncomnionly dark, tempestu- 
ous, and dreary, so that we could not discover the 
fresh sentry as he paced his post After walking 
backwards and forwards several times, the noise 
of his footsteps ceased, and we heard the butt of 
his firelock brought to the ground as he entered 
the box. Another quarter of an hour elapsed, 
when .we renooved the bars, and secured our 
blanket rope. I descended first, without making 
the slightest noise; but poor Robinson slipped and 
struck the loose grating above, which instantly 
fell into the room. The sentinel started from bis 
box, we heard the rattle of bis s^rms, but all was 
instantly hushed, and the howling of the gale 
deadening the sound, he did not advance. Stretch- 
ed on the wet pavement, while the rain poured 
down with impetuous fury, we remained motion- 
less for nearly half an hour; when finding the sen- 
try had returned to his box, we cautiously crawled 
away upon our bands and knees, till having at- 
tained a proper distance and rising on bur feet, 
we slowly and silently followed the directions 
which had been given. 

''Agpin the bell tolled eleven, as unseen w 
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reached the spot; but the sentry here was on the 
alerty and we had time just to secrete ourselves, 
by laying at full length on the sloping descent of 
the rampart^ when he passed the place; this he 
continued to do repeatedly, and we could distinct- 
ly hear his movements at every turn. At last, 
after a painful suspense, the heavy tread ceased; 
and stretching our hands out in various directions, 
we found beneath the muzzle of the gun, a rope 
coiled up. To secure one end to the carriage and 
pass the other down through the embrazure, was 
the work of a few minutes, and sliding over the 
battlements, the cord passed swiftly through my 
glowing hands; but what was my distress, on 
reaching the lower extremity, to find it was too 
short to allow of my touching the ground, and the 
darkness prevented my seeing what distance 
there was to fall. It was impossible to apprize 
my companion, for just at this instant I fdt the 
rope violently agitated from above; the next mo- 
ment it gave way, and I was precipitated down 
the rocks. How long I laid insensible, I cannot 
tell; a confused recollection sometimes passed 
across my mindof a piercing shriek mingling with 
the gale; but the fall had completely stunned 
me. Dreadful indeed were my feelings, on re- 
covering from the shock to see, by the light of 
glistening flambeaux, two gens d^armes standing 
over me. I stretched out my hand to raise my- 
self up; but oh, horror, horror! it fell up6n the 



THB PRttOlTEK. 108 

death-cold cheek of poor Robinson* Yes, there 
he lay by my side a mangled corse — ^literary dash* 
ed to pieces by the fall. I tried to rise^ but found 
every eiSbrt ineffectual; in short, both my ankles 
Vfere dislocated. The barbarous wretches lifted 
me on my feet; but I again fell, and received an* 
other severe contusion on my head. Finding I 
was unable to walk, they extinguished their, 
torches and carried me on their shoulders through 
the gates, till they stopped before a heavy grated 
door; here they were joined by a third person, 
closely wrapped in a horseman's cloak. He open- 
ed the door, and taking from beneath his cloak a 
dark lantern, I was rapidly borne forward to those 
horrid dungeons, where a ray of daylight had 
never been admitted. 

*^ After passing several massive entrances, they 
halted at a low door, and it swung upon its hinges; 
here they threw me down with bitter impreca- 
tions, and the gens (formes withdrew. The indi- 
vidual who carried the lantern then approached 
me, and purposely turning the light upon his face, 
I beheld the fiend-like countenance of Wirrion; it 
was like a blasting vision to my sight, and the 
powers of utterance were denied me. He tried 
to laugh, but it resembled the yell of a demon. 
He gnashed his teeth, exclaiming, ^Remember 
Adelel' and turned the key upon his wretched 
captive. Oh, what was my agony as the last 
fedble glimmering of the lamp disappeared, and 
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all around became the darkness of the grave, — 
still living — still breathing, yet, as I thought, en- 
tombed for ever! Happily insensibility crept 
over me for a time, but of its duration I am una- 
ble to speak. I was awoke to recollection by a 
confused ^sound which appeared to come from a 
distance, and then died away. Again the cladi- 
ing of bayonets and the heavy tread of armed 
men seemed to approach, but my head was 
strangely bewildered. In a few minutes, however, 
1 could distinctly hear voices, and recovering in 
some measure from my stupefaction, as they drew 
near, I gathered sufficient from their impetuous 
language to ascertain that another victim was 
about to be incarcerated in the dreary dungeons, 
and that victim our faithful friend — ^the grena- 
dier. When they had reached my dungeon, he 
refused to proceed, — ^reproached them with their 
cruelty to an old man, and added, 'Life at the 
longest, must be of short date to me; here satisfy 
your brutal malice!' A heavy rush and the rat- 
tling of bayonets instantly succeeded, mingled 
with thexrurses of the guard; a yell— a wild yell 
followed, and something fell like a leaden weight, 
against the door of my dungeon; a bitter groan, 
as when the heart-strings break, vibrated through 
the vault, and a convulsive struggling noise, as if 
some poor wretch lay quivering in his last death- 
pang. 
''The brutal soldiers exulted over their victim. 



THE PRISOVEIU 105 

ajQid then slowly retraced their steps. Hitherto 
I had been silent, but now wrought up to a pitch 
of frenzjy I raved with desperate madness, en* 
treating them to return and release me from my 
misery. In a few minutes they halted, and a 
dead silence ensued. Again I shrieked, and the 
rocky vaults prolonged the sound, as if a thou- 
sand voices joined my cries. The guard growled 
out their imprecations and departed. In vain I 
tried to get upon my feeU every efibrt increased 
my anguish, and as I extended my hands upon 
the stone floor of my cell, they fell upon some 
slimy reptile that filled me with abhorrence and 
with disgust. After repeated painful struggles, I 
crawled to the door; but receded on finding my 
hands immersed in what I first imagined to be 
water, but a heavy groan and then the tremu- 
lous gurgling of the breath in the throat of the dy- 
ing man, convinced me it was blood. I called to 
him, but no answer wai$ returned; I spoke with 
tenderness, mentioned who I was, but still all was 
silent except the groans of the wretched sufierer. 
Oh! how did I pour out my heart in prayer, for 
heaven to support me under the accumulated 
load of horror, or to remove me from existence. 
''In about an hour afterwards, as near as I can 
conjecture, the door was violently shaken by his 
struggles; a sudden shriek, with the grinding of 

VOL. II. K 
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the teeth^ and then a heavy deq>«drawn sigh, told 
me the last efibrts of frail mortalitj were over* 

'^fiut why need I enumerate the trials I under- 
wenty the sufierings I endured. My daily scanty 
pittance was brought by an individual, upon 
whom every attempt to gain a single word was 
unavailing; so that at last J refrained from speak- 
ing. Often have I been compelled to wait hours 
beyond my time, racked with hunger and burn- 
ing with feverish thirst. Once in rising too eager- 
ly, I dashed the jug from the jailer's hand, and 
no entreaties could move him to supply me with 
more. My raging thirst brought on delirium, and 
I fell into a lethargic stupor. Well do I remeni- 
ber it, — sweet dreams came over me, and I fan- 
cied I was ranging through some lovely meadows, 
where the eddying streamlet murmured over its 
shingly bed, clear and transparent as crystal. All 
the friends of my youth were surrounding me, 
and I heard their sweet welcomes to my home; 
my mother pressed me to her heart; my father 
grasped my hand with joy, whilst sisters and 
brothers hung in my embrace, and wept with 
rich delight. Then we sat down to the feast, and 
every luxury which could refresh the grief-worn 
prisoner was eagerly devoured. Oh! the ^gony 
of awaking from such a dreami Scorched with 
fever, and parched with burning heat, — ^it is im- 
possible to picture it. 

'*Ilow long I had remained in confinement was 
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unknown tome. I bad endeavoured to keep some 
trace upon my memory by tbe return of my food, 
but tbat was soon lost in the number. By almost 
constantly sitting with my legs extended, I re- 
covered the use of my feet; but the cell was so 
low and contracted, that walking was impracti- 
cable. My clothes were in tatters; I was un- 
washed and unshaven, and my hair hung down 
in thick and matted flakes. How many victims 
of sanguinary malice have I lieard in their last 
dying agonies! how many secret murders have 
been perpetrated in those vaults,-— even at this 
moment I shudder at the recollection! 

^< When I was in a state bordering on brutalized 
indifierence, my keeper was changed, and cne o{ 
milder manners brought my food; this too was 
augmented, and I was indulged by many little acts 
of kindness to which I had long been a stranger. 
1 had been sitting anxiously waiting his appear- 
ance, when sleep overpowered me, and the luxury 
of clean straw contributed to the sweetness of re- 
pose. I was awoke by some one gently shaking 
my shoulder, and raising myself beheld— oh! what 
were my sensations — ^it was Adeie. •! am mis- 
taken,' said she, ga^ng at my haggard looks, and 
trembling with alarm. But when I called her by 
name, she sunk senseless by my side. What a 
inoment was tbat, when after every hope had 
vanished, when those sweet feeling? which are 
"^b^t and dearest to tnan were dying in my heart. 
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thus to be recalled to life, — to be awakened to 
the world, and once more to hold in my arms the 
dear treasure which bound my spirit down to 
earth! — ^Forgive me, my friend, for I cannot re- 
strain my feelings. 

'^When she recovered, she stared wildly upon 
niy emaciated face, and then springing up, tore 
herself away. ^Rise!' said she in a tone of bitter- 
ness, 'rise! and follow me!' But this was no easy 
task, and the voice of command from Adele struck 
heavy on my heart. I had been so little used to 
exercise, that walking was almost death to me. 
Adele perceived it, and in a tone of softened ten- 
derness she implored me to lean on her, and 
burst into tears. 'Why are you here, *\dele?' ex- 
claimed I; «why are you my deliverer, and how 
could you discover my prison?' She indistinctly 
murmured the name of Wirrion, and the truth 
instantly flashed upon my mind. *You are — Adele, 
can it be?' and I felt a sufibcating weight upon 
my breast. 'Adele you have sacrificed yourself 
for me!' The exertion overpowered my weakness, 
and I sunk senseless at her feet 

"On recovering my recollection, I found my- 
self in a comfortable apartment, and an attendant 
sitting by my side. 'Where is she?' said I, 'where 
is Adele?' — ^'Alas! alas!' replied the man, shaking 
his head, ^monsieur est tres mal au teteJ 'Tell me,* 
exclaimed I, 'tell me, I conjure you, where I am, 
and where is — but no, no, I recollect it now.' 
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The man agaia shook his head and repeated his 
observation. At this moment an aged female en- 
tered the room, and finding me rational, she sat 
by my side, and from her conversation I learned 
that I was in Germany, having been brought 
thither about a fortnight before in a state of in« 
sanity by some French troopers. That since 
then the fever had been very powerful, and my 
life had been despaired of. 'And Wirrion?' said 
I. She made no answer, nor did she appear to 
comprehend the question; — ^indeed I afterwards 
found that she was totally unacquainted with my 
history, but that a sum of money had been left to 
provide for my maintenance. 

^'By wholesome food and kind treatment my 
recovery was rapid, and I was soon enabled to 
return to my native land. But misery seemed to 
follow me still; my parents were numbered with 
the dead, and the report of my untimely fate had 
hastened their departure. Their property was 
divided amongst my brothers and sisters, who 
were most of them married, and they now treat- 
ed me as one who had risen from the grave to 
rob them of their rights. Disgusted and sick at 
heart, I once more embarked in the service of 
iny coutitry, and received the reward dear to 
every British officer's heart, — ^promotion. 

^Fortune now smiled upon me, and her gdlden 
favours were showered with an unsparing hand. 
k2 
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Still Adele, the beautiful, tender, self-devoted 
Adele, constantly occupied my mind; in dreams, 
in visions of the nighty Adele was ever present to 
my memory, and through the duties of the day 
the debt of gratitude was never banished from 
my heart I heard that Wirrion had been sum- 
moned to ^ve an account of his stewardship; but 
unable to meet the frowns and sentence of Napo- 
leon, had done justice upon himself and perished 
by his own hands. But all inquiries after Adele 
had been useless; yet I had sworn nev^r to love 
another, and my oath was kept inviolate. 

^'As-soon as peace between the two countries 
was declared, I crossed the Channel, and from 
thence hastened to Verdun. The vineyard still 
remained, though in ruins, and the ashes of the 
cottage were strewed upon the plain. No one 
could tell me of Adele. The inhabitants of the 
house at which I had lodged were mourning for 
the loss of their brave sons, whom Bonaparte had 
compelled to enter the army; age had dimmed 
their sight, but sorrow more. I told them who I 
was, and they recoiled from me in doubt and 
perplexity. However, I soon convinced them, 
and then I heard that Wirrion had buried poor 
Robinson, and reported that both our i^mains 
were contained in the same coffin, and interred 
in tBe same grave. I inquired for Adele and 
Euphemia; the Litter was dead, but <^ the former 
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thej could give me no information^ and after a 
fruitless search I bent mj waj to Paris. 

'^One day having dined with several British 
officers, we took a stroll in the evening through 
the city, and on arriving at the Palais Soyale, 
a number of persons had assembled round an 
itinerant singer; but as ^he was not then engaged, 
vre were passing on, when our steps were sudden- 
ly arrested by a sweet plaintive voice, pouring 
forth those thrilKng notes which, like inspiration, 
ttlmost enchant the soul. We drew near the 
crowd, but how shall I describe my agitation 
when I heard the self*same chanson which Adele 
had sung so exquisitely when I first beheM her? 
Old remembrances rushed upon my mind, and 
unconsciously putting aside those who opposed 
my progress, I advanced close to the singer. Her 
back was toward me, and her voice seemed fal- 
tering as if shaken by bitter recollections; but 
when she arrived near the close, her tones were 
scarcely audible. At that moment she turned; I 
gazed upon her features, and the next instant she 
was in my arms, — it was herself — ^it was Adele! 

"Why need I repeat every transaction? To- 
gether we returned to England, and she became 
my wife; — ^yes, mine by every tie, both human 
and divine. She told me her tale of sorrow, but 
I cannot relate it now. Her sufierings had been 
on my account, and I was determined to heal the 
wounded spirit and bind up the broken heart. 
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The world condemned and shunned me, but what 
had I to do with the world? Adele was all to me, 
and in her dear society I forgot my sorrows. Not 
but that she was changed: circumstances had 
much altered the natural sweetness of her tem- 
per, and the mode of life she had pursued con- 
tributed to deaden the finer feelings of the heart; 
but she was the deliverer who saved me from 
destruction, and I thought only of our meeting at 
the gathering in of the vintage. 

••We lived happily together, away from the 
bustle, the turmoil, and what is falsely called the 
pleasures of life. A small cottage in the country 
was our home, and there we enjoyed peace and 
contentment. My fortune was ample, with but 
few desires to be gratified; and I liave deeply to 
regret that I was unacquainted with your resi- 
dence in my neighbourhood, for your society 
would have been an additional happiness. 

"But ab! how fleeting are all our joys. It was 
on the early part of that day, when you saw me 
kneeling over a new-made grave, that I had con- 
signed the last remains of my Adele to the nar- 
row home appointed as a resting-place from 
earthly trouble. Yes, she is gone, I trust, to the 
realms of everlasting bliss, where no sorrow can 
disturb; no pain be felt; but where there is fulness 
of joy for evermore?'* 
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"Alas! the constancy of my sad mind 
Is put to dreadful proof." 

It was some short time after the storming of 
Monte Video bj the British troops, when the 
guerilla bands were formed in the neighbourhood 
of the city, that a party of young men took it 
into their heads to ride into the adjacent country; 
and though the inhabitants were decidedly hostile 
to the English, yet with the carelessness and im« 
petuosity natural to youth, they resolved to seek 
adventures, cost what they might. With hearts 
elate, and mounted on swift horses, they passed 
the -city gates and swept round the bay that 
forms the extensive harbour. After riding through 
some villages, they considered it as not accordant 
with their plan to keep the beaten road, — ^nor 
indeed was there any road which merited the 
name, after they had gained a certain distance 
from the town. The meridian sun saw them scour- 
ing across the plain, where neither tree nor shrub 
could mark their track, or serve as guides for 
their return. Frequently, from behind the jutting 
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rock, the paysdno* would display his hardened and 
ferocious features, and muffling himself in his 
poncho, or long robe, grin defiance at the adven- 
turers. His long fusee held in one hand, with his 
lasso coiled at his side and a terrific knife stuck in 
his girdle, the marauder stood undaunted by dan- 
ger and undbmayed by the fear of death. The 
young men had frequently been led to pursue the 
wild ostrich in its course, and to chase the nume- 
rous deer; but this hunting produced conse- 
quences which might have terminated seriously, 
for it scattered the number into parties of two or 
three, who might easily have been cut off and 
destroyed by the enemy: — and now for my own 
individual portion of the excursion. Having been, 
with one other, separated from the rest, we used 
every possible exertion .to discover them, hut 
without effect. Whenever we shouted, our voices 
reverberated from the rocky piles that reared 
their heads upon the plain like monuments of an- 
cient grandeur, and seemed to revive recollections 
of the field of graves* 

The sun, whose journey was even more rapid 
than our own, threatened to leave us in obscurity 
and darkness; and when once his beams had dis- 
appeared, we had no certain direction to ascer- 
tain our way. It was in the month of June, and 

* Literally countryman, or peasant; but here designed 
to represent a guerilla. 
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coosequently Tvinter in that part of the world; 
but accustomed to privations of almost every kind, 
we cared but little for the season, and as for at- 
tacks — we bad weapons of defence. Yet still, at 
times, an indescribable emotion agitated my heart 
The countenances of the paysdnos^ and the cer- 
tain death which awaited capture — death, too, 
the tortures of which might be increased by ma- 
lignity and rendered lingering in the extreme, 
left no very pleasant sensation on the mind. The 
recollections of home crowded upon me — for the 
delights of domestic society never come more 
sweet to the memory than when they threaten 
to be torn from us for ever. Still we had come 
out for adventures, and the buoyant spirit of sai- 
lors urged us on. We had already travelled, at 
a moderate calculation, upwards of twenty miles 
without seeing a habitation, or the least trace of 
civilized society, when the bright luminary of 
day disappeared from the western horizon, and 
all became murky gloom and darkness. To have 
continued on without knowing whither we were 
going, (for not a star was visible to act as a 
friendly pilot in our navigation,) would have been 
downright madness; so reining in the horses, we 
gaffered them to pursue their own way. Often 
could we hear the jaguar growling near us, and 
the enraged buffiilo would dart across our path, 
while the bellowing of the wild cattle from the 
distance floated on the breeze. Frequently mifl* 
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led bj the false light above the fen, we had near- 
ly plunged into irretrievable destruction, and 
then imagination would (as the bleak wind passed 
across our eyes) make us fancy that we saw some 
dwelling near at hand of safety and security. 
Hunger, too, attacked us, for we had tasted but 
little food since our departure. 

Three hours had been employed in suffering 
the horses to take their own course, during the 
last of which neither of us had spoken much, 
when my companion suddenly exclaimed, **We 
are stopped; here is a gate!" and sure enough the 
gate, with large wide folding compartments and 
a mud fence — ^as far as the darkness would allow 
our sight to extend — was distinctly visible, though 
no habitation nor the trace of human being could 
be seen. Immediately alighting and securing our 
))orses to the gate-posts, we cautiously reconnoi- 
tred; but all ingress by that way appeared im* 
possible, without climbing over. To propose and 
to perform were synonymous, and in a few nni* 
nutes we were safely landed within the wa}I& 
Following the track of a narrow path for about a 
quarter of a mile, our prepress was arrested by 
hearing th^ strains of music, and shortly after- 
wards a female voice, of exquisite tone, com- 
menced the evening hymn to the Virgin. Sailors 
are naturally superstitious, and at this moment, 
yielding to the romantic fervour of my disposition, 
all seemed enchantment. Never, perhaps, was 
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there a voice more b8nn<»iou8, or more calcu- 
lated to work upon the softer emotions of the 
souL There was no laboured execution — ^all was 
pure nature, ofiering up its sacrifice of heartfelt 
devotion. The sounds ceased. ''Surely/' said I 
to my companion,- ''those are the sweetest notes 
that could ever charm the coldest nature." — 
"Truly/' replied he;- "for nOw we shall get some- 
thing to eat, at all events!" This answer called 
me from my heroics, and we proceeded onwards* 

Not a light was to be seen— Hiot the least ves- 
tige of a house in view; yet we followed the path 
till a low, but extensive range of buildings dis- 
played itself. It was on one floor, and on turn- 
ing the corner, a sudden blaze of light burst upon 
us. 

In a small but neat chapel, such as is usually 
sLttached to country residences among the Catho- 
lics, a number of wai^^candles illuminated the al- 
tar. The gray-haired sire stood before it, whilst 
his wife, children, and domestics knelt in a semi- 
circle round him. He raised the emblem of re- 
demption in his hand, and pressed it upon his 
breast; then kneeling down, his aged head reclin- 
ed upon the cross as he poured forth his fervent 
petitions. Rising from this attitude, he replaced 
the crucifix upon the altar, alid turning towards 
the assembled group, his hands were outstretch- 
ed to dispense a parent's blessing. There was 

VOL. n. L 
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•ometfaiog in the whde aceoe «o tm\j descriptiTie 
6f a patriarchal benedictioD, that I felt all the 
emotions of my breast indulging in their full ener- 
gies. '^Sidney," wbiqpered I to my oomfanion, 
'Hhis is indeed delicious. What fervour, what de^ 
Totion, what — — .*' "Nonsense," said he, "let 
us see the roatft beef and a bottle of fme, and 
then rU talk to you." We introduced ourselves 
at the close of the service, and were received with 
the most hospitable welcome. Servants were 
despatched for our poor jaded horses, we were 
ushered into a lai^e hall, and the table soon 
groaned with substantial fare,amoi^t which wais 
hot beef, cooked in the hide.. Our ho3t informed 
us we were upon a farm belonging to himself, and 
after refreshing ourselves, he introduced us to bis 
family* They were nine in number, nor was I 
long in discovering from whom those duket warb* 
lii^ had proceeded^ which {nade such an imprei^ 
sion upon my Band. It was the old man^ pride» 
— bis eldest daughter! in her siJ^teenth year. la 
that country, nature is extremely bountiful to fe- 
males; sixteen is considered the age of matari^,. 
and few marriages are contracted after that pe* 
riod. Mariqueta was lovely, yet it was not that 
a^rt of beauty that otrikes the beholder with mere 
admiration^ it was a loveliness that interested ^gt 
heart. Among the attendants was one who sect 
ed to watch our movements witk marked atten- 
tion; he almost anticipated our wants, and I fre- 
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qae&tly observed the shades of deep sorrow pass 
across lua features. He had once been handsome, 
but age had diihined the lustre of his eye* and I 
iaocied that bis couotenaBce still bore marks of 
hurried passiou and guilty dacmg. 

Of the Spanish language, myself and compa- 
nion scarcely hnew any thing, nor was there an 
individual in the place to interpret ; nevertheless^ 
we contrived to lM>ld something like a conversa* 
tioiiy though frequently the subject was left to 
chance for decision. The old man expressed his 
undisguified resentment against the invasion of the 
English, but scorned to withhold hospitality from 
benight^ travellers, though they were his ene- 
mies. He spoke of the paysdnos as terrific people, 
and rejoiced that we had not fallen into their 
hands. On retiring to rest, he placed a hand on 
each of our headsrand o&red up a prayer. We 
then saluted the family round, and never were 
my lips pressed to those of a fenrnle with more 
unblemished purify or chastity of thought than 
when they touched the cheek of Mariqueta,-^ 
After a night of sweet refreshing slumber, we 
arose and contemplated the surrounding scenery. 
The &rm was erected in a secluded spot, far in 
the interior, for the purpose of catching wild cat- 
tle, and jerking or salting the flesh, which, at 
Monte Viedo, formed a great branch of commerce. 
The bides, and tallow iv^ipe also carefully pre- 
served. 
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At a short distance from the bouse was a large 
garden, tastefully arranged, and beyond this was 
an orchard. There was an air truly English in 
the decorations and manner of laying out the 
grounds that caused very great surprise, as being 
totally different from any thing else I had seen in 
this part of the world; but I could gain no other 
information on the point, than that it was per- 
formed by the attendant, or chief man, whom I 
have mentioned before. Suspecting he m^ht 
have been in England, I spoke to him; but he 
shook his head and seemed totally ignorant of the 
language.. After breakfast we prepared for our 
departure, but the old gentleman, our Und host, 
would not suffer us, as he feared danger was 
abroad, and we might be attacked; nor was he 
altogether wrong, but how he derived his infelli- 
gence we did not discover. Thus another day was 
passed at the farm, and passed in the society of 
Mariqueta. Young, ardent, and enthusiastic, the 
folly of entertaining any partiality or affection for 
a female, whom a few hours would probably se- 
parate from us for ever, did not enter my thoughts. 
I felt she was amiable — I saw she was beautiful, 
and the difficulties which presented themselves 
only served to enhance the treasure. The atten- 
dant frequently addressed her, and I could plainly 
perceive his language was in my favour, while the 
aged parent seemed rather to encourage than to 
repel my assiduity. The folk>wing day, our horses 
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were led to the gate, and the attendant was read j 
to conduet us on our way. We bade farewell to 
the parents, and Mariqueta in their presence 
bound a bracelet of her own hair round my wrist, 
while I pressed upon her acceptance a plain gold 
ring. As soon as we had reached the road, our 
guide stopped; then coming close by my side 
f while Sidney was fome distance in advance) 
and addressing me in my native tongue* said^ 
**Sir, 1 am an Englisfamany your countryman; I 
have written a few particulars on this piece of 
paper, which I request, if possible, you will at- 
tend to. Be secret and be Bgiithful; do not let 
your friend know who or what I am, and now 
fai^weli.'* . Having uttered this, he wheeled his 
horse round, and the swift animal soon bore him 
from my sight. In a few hours we arrived safe in 
the city, and found every one of the party, for 
though each had met vjiih adventures, yet all had 
returned uninjured. On perusing the paper so 
mysteriously given to me, it contained,, as near as 
I can recollect, as follows: — 

''I am the son of a clergyman, who for an al- 
lied crime was convicted and sentenced to trans- 
portation.. The convicts seized the ship and 
brought her into the River f late. In this I had 
no participation, but the guilt rests upon me, and 
I must die a stranger in a foreign land. My ac- 
quaintance with the Spanish tongue has deceived 
L 2 . 
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many into a betief that I am a native, but there 
are others who wish to drag me into battle 
against my countrymen. I will see you again, 
and then be prepared to say whether I can en- 
tertain a hope of escape. *If not, provide me with 
a few books, particularly a bible and prayer book, 
and be secret, as my life is now in your hands." 

There was no name signed, and I immediately 
recollected the circumstance of the convicts tak- 
ing the ship Jane Shore from the crew several 
years before; but why the man should place such 
confidence in me seemed inexplicable. However, 
I instantly set about an inquiry as to his prospects 
of protection, but the grounds were no^u^fcient 
to warrant any assurance of U; and as he had 
not mentioned when I should see him again, the 
aflair would most probably have been soon for- 
gotten, had it nof been for the memorial of Mari- 
queta and the recoliectioflP of herself. 

There are some feelings in the human mind so 
exquisitely delicate in their nature, and yet so 
firm in their endurance, that neither time can 
impair nor distance efface them. • Who is there, 
even when ''their strength becomes labour and 
sorrow," that does not with a retrospective eye 
glance back upon his early days, and call te re- 
membrance the scenes of his youth ii^ dll their 
sunny vigour? Oh, there is an enchantment in it 
which sweetens life and lightens toill! But to my 
tale. 
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Upon an enthusiastic mind, nothing fixes an 
impression more deeply than the danger attendant 
upon an enterprise and the difficulties of accom- 
plishing it, and such I experienced in my attach* 
ment to Mariqueta. The remembrance of her 
beauty, her retiring modesty, and her kindness to 
an enemy and a stranger, filled my thoughts day 
after day; while, in the stillness of night, fancy 
renewed the vision in my dreams. The risks 
which myself and companions had run in our ex- 
cursion, produced an order from the commander- 
in-chief forbidding similar undertakings, except 
to a certain distance from the town; and often 
have I code to the very verge of the precincts, 
entertaining thcr flatterer Hope, yet destitute of 
expectation. 

It was about three weeks after my visit to the 
farm that Sidney accompanied mc in my ride, and 
on our return we w«re overtaken by a storm, 
which raged with the utmost fury. The rain came 
down in torrents, and was swept like sheets of 
foaming spray across the plain. The wind in its 
fury tore up the trees and scattered the branches 
in every direction, threatening to crush us be- 
neath their ponderous weight- Completely 
drenched with rain and worn with the efforts to 
keep oujT horses under curb, we arrived at the 
first village in our homeward path. A straggling 
place it was, formed of a 'few miserable cottages, 
or hut-s, with a chapel in the centre. 
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We stopped at the wiDe-house, (the only decent 
place^) and put our frightened animak into a 
shed; after which we entered the room appro- 
priated for travellers^ and foand it was nearly 
filled with Spaniards. Near the fire were ranged 
several persons attached to the commissariat de- 
partment, who had come from the city to bar- 
gain with the hunters for cattle. The Jiunters, 
arrayed in their />oitcAo5 and broad-brimmed hats 
with small crowns, were mingliog with the former 
and carrying on a traffic, using the most violent 
gesticulations^ Stretched in one corner lay se- 
veral guerillas with their fusees by their ude, 
ready at a moment's notice in case of alarm. 
They were soundly sleeping; but even in thi^ 
placid state their features retained the most hard- 
ened ferocity. Distinct by himself, in another 
corner, sat a man in the guerilla costume, who on 
our entering, muffled up his face as if he wished 
to be concealed from observation/ Conviction 
instantly flashed upon my mind that this was the 
individual I had been seeking, but prudence dic- 
tated that the present moment was no time to re- 
cognise him. 

Our entrance produced a momentary silence, 
and all eyes that were not closed in slumber were 
directed towards us. The guerillas, whom noise 
could not disturb, instantly awoke jat the cessution 
of it, and raising themselves up, stared with a 
gleaming fierceness upon us; but finding we were 
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alone, thej growled a few indistinct cursesy and 
again resumed their former position. Without 
betraying any surprise at the strange company 
we had fallen into« we drew near the fire, but 
nevertheless, I determined to quit the place as 
soon as we had obtained refreshment, preferring 
rather to trust to the storm, than run the hazard 
of the long and shining blades which each guerilla 
knew so well how to use. The day was waning 
apace when the marauders suddenly took their 
departure, and, in a few minutes afterwards, the 
man who sat alone followed them. In a coun-* 
try where; among the lower orders, wild and law- 
less passions usurp the place of reason, and bale- 
ful revenge steels the heart against every gene« 
rous feeling of humanity, the departure of the 
guerillas came across my mind Hke a prophetic 
warning of evil intentions. I walked to the door; 
the storm still raged as these desperadoes were 
slowly putting their horses in motion. No time 
was to be lost; one half hour's ride would place 
us in security at the British out-posts, where a 
company of the — — regiment was stationed. 

As soon as the guerilla band had disappeared, 
we hastily mounted and pursued our way. But 
darkness came stealing upon us, and the plain 
was so inundated that we found it difficult to 
keep the beaten track; while the lightning, ren- 
dered more visible by the gloom, alarmed the 
spirited animals we rode, and greatly impeded 
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oar progress. When we had gained raidwaj be- 
tween the village and the out-post, the road lay 
through a deep ravine, formed by two cra^y 
and almost perpendicular rocks. It was a wild 
and dreary spot, where several skirmishes had 
taken place, and many a mangled body still lay 
beneath huge piles of stones. Scarce had we ad- 
vanced a few paces in the defile, when a shot 
was fired from above, and several others imme- 
diately succeeded it. Happily, our horses knew 
Ae road, and dashed forward with amazing swtfU 
nets; but the guerillas also were well mounted 
and possessed every advantage over us,- though 
after the first dischaige I trusted to the state of 
the weather to prevent them firing again, and so 
it proved. Still, however, we could distinguish 
them in close pursuit, the leading men gaining 
rapidly upon us. The out-post was in view, when 
I heard the noose of the lasso, whistle past my 
ears, and saw it encircling the neck of the horse. 
The moment was one of desperation, yet I had 
the presence of mind instantly to check the ani- 
mal and stand still. By this means the ksso was 
slackened; but while I was endeavouring to clear 
him from restraint,, the guerilla was by my side, 
^d his arm upraised to strike the fatal blow. Hy 
hanger was unsheathed, though fighting on horse- 
back was something new to me,* but death from 
the unerring aim of the ruffian seemed inevi- 
table. At this vary instant, while tbe glittering 
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Made hnog oyer me, I beard the report of agubt 
and the guerilla fell backwards from his horse in 
the agonies of death; but so vengeful had been 
his purpose and so strong his arm, that the knift 
designed for me was buried deep in the shoulder 
of his generous steed. This, however^ was only 
a reprieve, for others came pressing on, and no 
doubt we should have been sacrificed to the 
memory of their companion, but for a whole vol* 
ley from about fifty men who had advanced from 
the out-post. The guerillas immediately wheel- 
ed round, and sought safety in flight. 

On joining the party who had thus snatched us 
from destruction, the first object that met my 
view was the man whom I had seen at the wine- 
house, and recognised as the attendant or chief 
man at the farm, and to him I was indebted for 
rescuing me from the party. I have alr^dy 
mentioned that he quitted the house directly after 
the guerillas, and leading his hone to a distance, 
in a contrary direction to them, he had there 
mounted and sought the British out-post; where 
giving information of our dai^er, the command- 
ing officer instantly despatched a party for our 
protection. The attendant acted as their guide, 
and from bis fusee it was that death was dealt to 
my opponent at the critical juncture, when my 
own life was trembling upon the verge of eter- 
nity. 

On reaching a place of safety, I told him that 
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his expectations could not be complied with; bat, 
from the recent service he had performed, I 
would make a proper representation to tl)e com- 
mander-in-chief, and hoped to succeed. He then 
iaquired for the bible and prayer book, which 
were given ^ him, as I had constantly carried 
them about me, under the hope of falling in with 
him. His gratitude for the gift I shall never for- 
get; he pressed them to his heart, and the tears 
flowed down his furrowed cheek. He opened 
the bible and read these words, "Yet never 
saw I the righteous forsaken, or his seed beg- 
ging their bread." A sudden ejaculation of — 
"Oh, my father!" followed. It came with double 
force upon my heart. His father had been a holy 
man; butthere was another parent, whose name he 
had been taught to lisp in early infancy, as "Our 
Father, which art in heaven;" and though his 
earthly sire could no longer pour the balm of con- 
solation on his mind, yet He whom the heaven of 
heavens cannot contain, hath respect unto the low- 
ly and heareth the contrite in heart. As soon as 
grief would give him utterance, he told me of his 
early days, and then the conversation turned upon 
his present situation. He had nothing to complain 
of as to treatment, but his soul still clung to the 
land of fond remembrances. He mentioned Mari- 
queta^ and I had to ask some questions which re- 
spect for his sorrows had restrained. "She was 
well," he said; "but the gayety of her heart had 
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fledy and her chief pleasure was to sit in the liUle 
chapel and sing the evening hymn which had so 
delighted me. She frequented those spots where 
we had been together, and her whole conduct 
manifested a remembrance of the stranger, which 
became more deeply rooted by time. But," con- 
tinued he, *'I must depart; those demons, if they 
knew who had frustrated their design, would 
wreak their vengeance on the innocent and help- 
less. He struck his forehead, — "I must away, yet 
do not forget me. I claim no memorial for what 
I have done, but think that a feliow-creature, a 
countryman, sues for your pity, and may the 
Almighty reward your efforts,*' Having uttered 
this, contrary to every persuasion, he prepared 
to go. In addition to the books for the attendant, 
I had also carried with me a present for Mari-' 
queta; it was a miniature of myself, plainly set, 
hut allowed to be an excellent likeness, and with 
this and my ardent expressions of regard, he bade 
me farewell. 

As soon as I had reached the city, no time was 
lost in. making the necessary representations to 
the commsinder-in-chief, and I pointed out the 
extreme danger to which the family would be ex- 
posed in the event of the guerillas discovering 
that they had ai!bjcded shelter to Englishmen, and 
that one connected with the farm had given in«r 
telligence against them. My persuasions and my 
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entreaties bad tbeir weight, and the fidlowiiig 
afternoon I Was despatched with a party of men 
to take post at the farm, and escort the family 
into the town. Never shaM I forget the feelings 
whidi agitated my breast as the guide conducted 
us the nearest route to the spot, and when the 
gates appeared in view, my heart throbbed with 
tumultuous agitation. I ^ould see Mariqueta-^ 
I should press her in my arms and conduct her to 
a place of safety. The gates stood open, and a 
damp hung upon my spirits^ as I had witnessed 
the caution with which they had been closed as 
evening approached. Still a herd of cattle might 
have entered, or a hundred things have occurred 
to prevent it; so without stopping to conjecture^ 
we entered within the walls. But deeming the 
appearance of so large a party nnight alarm the 
inmates, I dismounted, and giving my horse to one 
of the men, requested the whole to wait until my 
return. 

With a light elastic step I bounded on. The 
night was beautifully clear, the stars shone in 
their effulgent glory, and the beautiful cross of 
-the south was at its meridian height. I reached 
the building, but all was calm serenity. In the 
little chapel a single lamp burned by the side of 
the altar, while a <iark substance screened its 
feeble rays. I entered the door, and behdd a 
negress sitting on the steps of the sanctuary, with 
her face concealed inherhands, which were resting 
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on her knees. To the left of the altar la j seve- 
ral peraoDSy covered over, apparently wrapt in 
slamber; while in fronts upon a raised platfona^ 
spread over with white satin, was a dead body. 
The noise of my footsteps aroused the negress, 
who, upon seeing roe, shrieked most piteously, 
and taking the lamp in her hand beckoned me to 
advance. An instinctive impulse urged me on. 
I sprang forward, and, as the pale gleam of light 
fell upon the corpse, beheld the perishing re- 
mains of the still lovely Mariqueta. Yes, there 
she lay, like a lily blighted by the tempest^ or 
a flower seared by the lightning's flash. The 
hand of the destroyer had indeed been speedy, 
for those whom I had deemed at rest were also 
in the cold sleep of death. Parents, kindred* all 
-cut 0S9 and there was none to deliver. Oh, the 
agony of that moment! Years have since passed 
away, but years cannot eflace the recollection 
from my mind; and even now, a sick shuddering 
creeps upon my soul. Yes, there lay the beauti- 
ful Mariqueta — beautiful even in death. The ne- 
gress removed the coverlet, and displayed a deep* 
wound in her bosom, from 4irhich her pure spirit 
had escaped. 

Frenzy took possession of my reason. I tore 
the cover from the bodies bepide the altar, and 
the first countenance that met my view was the 
aged sire. Near him lay the other members of 
the family-rail cold-Hill dead. Full of despe- 
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rate resolve, I culled my party, pointed to the 
bleeding bodies, and urged my comrades to 
avenge their fall. We searched the house, but 
all displayed marks of the bloody hand of the 
plunderer. The negress informed us that the 
guerillas had attacked the farm the day before, 
and committed acts of atrocious barbarity. The 
gentle Mariqueta had received her wouad Vhile 
shielding her father from the fiends; who, after 
murdering all they could find, had carried the 
attendant and the servants away as prisoners. 
She had escaped by secreting herself beneath 
the altar. ^'The Englishman had fought," she 
said, ^'and some of the guerillas had fallen.'^ 
With this vague inielligence, after leaving a 
guard at the farm, we sallied forth, our guide 
undertaking to show us thie baiunts of the nfur- 
derers. 

The face of the heavens was still, calm, and 
clear) but, in my state of mind, the whirlwind 
and the tempest would have been more conge- 
nial to my agitated feelings. The stars still glit- 
tered in their brightness, but the deed of blood I 
had just witnessed, gave to my sight a red and 
gory haze that dimmed the sparkling lustre of 
the glistening orbs. The soft persuasions of 
humanity were deadened in my breast, and ven- 
geance alone reigned with all its cruel terrors. 
Eagerly we pursued our course, and after one 
hour's smart riding, our guide suddenl j pulled up 
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and informed tifl we were close to tbeir retreat; 
but it would be necessary for one or two to go 
before with him and reconnoitre, while the others 
clowly advanced. Taking two men with me» and 
leading our horses, we approached a wild roman^ 
tic spot, formed of stunted shrubbery and craggy 
rocks, beoeath which the mouths, of many ca- 
verns yawned in darkness — ^but all was solemn 
stillness. Entering one of these dismal dens, a 
deep groan arrested our steps* The guide shout- 
edin the Spanish language, but no answer wofi 
returned. A gun was fired, but all remained 
tranquil; and it became evident that the gueril- 
las bad pot been there, or eke had withdrawn on 
our approach. Another groan .decided me on 
searching the interior of the cave, and having 
procured a light, by flashing some powder on a 
flambeau, we advanced through several intricate 
windings to an Jnner apartment, when another 
sight of horror was presented. Stretched op 
his back upon the damp floor lay the Englishman, 
weltering in his Wood; round his. ankles and his 
wrists strong ropes were fastened, the other ends 
of which were secured to pegs driven firmly in 
the ground, so as to stretch his extended limbs io 
the e;Ktreme of torture. Nor wajs^ he the only one; 
two others appeared in similar situations, but 
their sufierings were over. We bst no time in 
releasing, the Englishman from the rack^ but his 
. u2 
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state of insensibility from loss of blood, left but 
small prospect of recovery. Time was rapidly 
hastening away, and our guide informed us that 
all pursuit was fruitless^.as he had no doubt the 
guerillas had retreated to the mountains; we 
therefore retraced our Eiteps to the farm, from 
whence I despatched -a. communication to the 
commander-in-chief. The same night a reply 
was brought, stating . that ihe priests refused to 
officiate or attend at the removal of the bodies; I 
was therefore directed -to inter them wherever I 
could find a place most suitable. 

In the orchard attached to the farm was an 
avenue or grove of orange-trees, and. at the ex- 
tremity of the walk, a rural seat (where I had 
sat with the sweet girl) was formed beneath the 
spreading branches; and this was the spot I select- 
ed as the last resting place of murdered inno- 
cence. At the still midnight hour the bodies were 
laid in their narrow home; no chaunt of voices 
gave notice of their burial; but the ritual of our 
church was solemnly read over them. No pomp 
attended the funeral; but the honest tear of the 
veteran, as he consigned the last remnants of 
frail mortality to the dust, was a memorial far 
more precious. No monumental inscription marks 
the spot — ^the name of M ariqueta, engraven . on 
the green bark of the orange-tree, formed the 
only memento. ) 

The Englishman was removed to the city. 
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Mrhere by excellent medical attendance he slowly 
recovered^ and under the protection of the com« 
mander-in-chief, he returned to his native land. 
But he found hispajents had long been consigned 
to the tomb; the friends of his youth were either 
dead or estranged, and after lingering a iew 
months, tortured by remorse, be entered upon 
that "bourne from whence no travellers return." 
In early life he had been nursed in the lap of 
luxury, and received a good education, but in an 
evil hour he had committed a felony to answer 
the demands of a gambling debt. He had been 
tried and sentenced to die, but through powerful 
intercession his punishment was commuted to 
transportation for life. The ship Jane Shore, in 
which he embarked, was seized upon by the con- 
victs, and carried into the River Plate. From 
that hour no ray of pleasure beamed upon his 
mind, but all was cheerless melancholy, bordering 
upon hopeless despair. Oh! may ''he who thinketh 
that he standeth, take heed lest he fall." 
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"A dismal heat, foreboding death, 
Came stiflingly on by every breath; 
And many a shuddering mother clasp'd 
Her infant to her breast, and grasped 
In strong despair some kindred hand, 
Which shook her off.*' 

We were both born in the same village, and 
drew our nourishment from the same source in 
infancy. Yes, we have lain encircled in each 
other's arms in the same cradle, and fond affec- 
tion grew with our growth. But ah! how differ- 
ent were our c(»iditions in life; — she the offipring 
of one who could boast of rank and wealth, whilst 
I was brought forth in comparative obscurity and 
poverty. 

Agnes was the daughter of a baronet, to whom 
my father was head gardener; her mother resign- 
ed her existence in giving birth to her child, and 
the first tears of the infant were shed upon the 
cold inanimate bosom of that being to whom she 
was indebted for her life. My matern^ parent 
having been confined about « the same time, was 
selected as wet-nurse on account of her excellent 
health and gentleness of disposition, and the little 
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Agnes was removed to our cottage, which was 
surrounded , by a shrubbery tastefully laid out, 
and situated in the most delightful and romantic 
part of the grounds. 

Sir Edward Melville was generous, and even 
condescending, to his inferiors, as long as they 
preserved an unqualified respect for his dignified 
rank; but if any one aimed at superior station, 
or failed in due. reverence to himself, he became 
vindictive and revengeful. His principles were 
of so aristocratic a nature, that he considered it 
an ordination of divine authority for riches and 
titles to rule, and for humble obscurity to be con- 
tent with tacit submission. Soon after the decease 
of his lady, he was appointed envoy to a foreign 
court, and a maiden aunt officiated as mistress at 
the castle during his absence; but the pride and 
malice of her heart rendered her hated and fear- 
ed by all around her, and it was only at the cot- 
tage of her nurse in which Agnes always found 
an afiectionate bosom as a depository for her 
griefs, and where the soothings of tenderness were 
ever ready to calm the perturbation of her mind. 

It is impossible to define the feelings of child- 
hood, for, as we grow more advanced in years, the 
softer sympathies become deadened by intercourse 
ivith the world and witnessing the scenes of misery 
which every where present themselves. Solomon 
hath said, "Childhood and youth are vanity;'* 
yet what would I not give to possess the same 
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innocence of heart, the came purity of thought 
which I enjoyed in my early years. 

In our amusementsj, Agnes and myself were 
inseparable; and when removed from, the haughty 
control of her aunt, we indulged in those little 
endearments which innocence inspires. Although 
my father's condition in life was humble, he 
nevertheless possessed a cultivated taste, and 
was well acquainted with the works of the best 
writers of the day, — his leisure hours being occit- 
pied in reading (for through the kindness of the 
steward, he had free access to Sir Edward's 
library and could obtain the loan of any book he 
wanted) and imparting instruction to myself. At 
the age of six, I could read tolerably weir and 
understand what I read; but no book delighted 
me so much as the affecting tale of Paul and 
Virginia, which was my favourite volume, and 
often has the sweet Agnes mingled her tears with 
mine while perusing its^pageai. 

Agnes had an eider brother, but he seldom as< 
sociated with us, for his aunt had centred all her 
regards in him, and instilled into his mind every 
notion of high birth and exalted parentage. Yet 
he was not happy; for when he did deign to share 
our childhood's sports, lean well remember the 
burst of passion which agitated him if I did not 
immecfiately comply with his wishes and submit 
to his caprice. But the last two years before Sir 
£dward'9 return, he had been under the maaage- 
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ment of a totor, vbose kindness I sball never for* 
get. This worthy and excellent man was also a 
constant visiter at tbe cottage whenever his 
duties would permit, and. to his instructions am 
I indebted for whatever portion of knowledge I 
possess* 

When I had attained my eighth year, intelli* 
gence arrived of Sir Edward's return to England, 
and his tbtention of visiting the castle; yet much 
as I desired to see the father of Agnes, still I can 
remember a dejection came upon my spirits, 
young as I was, and I seemed to dread it as some- 
thing which foreboded evil. At length he came, 
and received me with great kindness as the fos- 
ter-brother of Agnes; but never shall I forget his 
terrible look, when with the playful familiarity 
of childhood, the dear girl put her little white 
arms round. my neck. It was the first time I had 
ever witnessed such a display of rage, and it left 
an impression on my mind which time can never 
effiu:e. I was removed from'the castle, and no- 
thing but the persuasions of a nobleman who ac- 
companied bim, would have prevented the dis- 
missal of my father from his situation. 

In a few days afterwards^ the baronet with his 
ttster and children went to the metropolis, and 
four years elapsed before we rnet again; but 
though nothing is sooner erased from the memory 
of a child ibaxi past events, yet the remembrance 
of the companion who shared our infantine amuse* 
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ments seldom <yiits us through life: and so I found 
it with Agnes. Since we had parted, I devoted 
myself assiduously to learning and had made great 
proficiency in writing and drawing, to the latter 
of. which accomplishments I was particularly at- 
tached. Nor was I deficient in athletic exercises, 
for nothing gave me greater delight than skim- 
ming through the liquid element, climbing the 
lofty mountain, or breaking through the thick 
mazes of the forest. The scenery in Paul and 
Virginia raided a desire in my mind to imitate the 
former, and often have I ascended the highest 
tree, sitting for hours on its topmost branches and 
gazing towards the road where I had last seen 
the equipage of Sir Edward disappear. 

We were now in our twelfth year; the baronet 
was gone abroad taking his son with him, and 
Agnes with her aunt, who had married a gouty 
old colonel, took up their abode at the castle. 
The colonel was an **Honourable," but the very 
reverse of his lady or het brother; he was desti* 
tute of their prid$i, and I was frequently permit- 
ted to pass whole days at the castle in reading io 
and amusing him. In these pursuits Agnes was 
generally at my side when the absence of her 
aunt allowed it, and I number some of those 
hours as the happiest of my life. Her instructress 
was a mild and amiable woman^ of Christian 
meekness and piety; she had drunk deep from the 
cup of sorrow, and there was a pensive melan- 
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c^iy imprintdd on her coanteoaoce which pow« 
erfullj interested the best fedtu^ of the heart. 

Thus passed two happy years, during wluch I 
felt my soul more strongly linked with every 
thing that eoncemed the gentie Agnes. I was ai 
yet unacquainted with the cause of these feel* 
ing99 and the first time that the truth opened to 
my heart was on osy fifteenth birth*^y. My 
father, whom I had -eccaaonally assisted in hk 
labours, gave a little £6te in remembrance of it 
It was the height of summer; 4be most respect* 
able youths and lasses in the iriUage were assem- 
bled to a dance in 4he park. T4ie colonel was 
wheeled to the spet.ia his garden-chair, and her 
aunt being absent en a visit, Agnes graced the 
festival. 

It was a happy anfl a kfvely group beneath the 
wide-spreading branches of the %rees, and when 
the dance commenced, Agnes became my part- 
ner. Oh, then I felt how precious she was to aaiy 
happiness, as her light airy form was pressed in 
my armsl but when I contrasted the coarseness 
of my apparel with the delicate texture of her 
dreaSf a pang of deep humiliation stung me to the 
quidi. At this moment, a young man in a tra4 
veUiog dress advanced towards us; it was Sir £d^ 
ward's son. His face was flushed with anger; he 
seized the arm of his sister with a wild impetuosi- 
ty that caused her to cry out, and I immediately 
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interfered; be raised his ridti^whip and struck 
me— ^yes^ «truck me to the earth, i Sprang upon 
my feet, but was instaii^ly held fast ai|d forced 
to the cottage, «iPvbilst;Agries -was •hurried away 
to the castle. Ah! then. I felt what k was to love, 
and despair took possessfon of my aaifid;'idl other 
considerations seemed swallowed up, andi'deter- 
mined to fly fr6m the places Parents, kindred, 
all but Agnes were forgotten, and ere the dawn 
broke upon the cottage x>r the castle, I was far 
on my way from hornet - 

In the early pact of the morning I was accosted 
by a gentlemanly man, iivhb offered me -a seat in 
a post<<;hai8e. This I gladly acctepted, and found 
he was a naval officer about to i join his ship at 
Plymouth, and he proposed my serving my coun- 
try. The world was dill before me, and to my 
romantic mind there was a mfUgic in the expres- 
sion, and before another day had elapsed I was 
entered on the books of the Ainphion fri^te as a 
volunteer. - There was ' no 4Aine for -reflectitMi; I 
was wearied with my journey^ sleeporerpowered 
my faculties, and before -the dawn arose the ship 
was out at sea. Nevier shall I forget oiy sensa- 
tions when I first beheld the expanse of ocean, 
without a single «peck to break its monotonous 
appearance. Blue ivaters ail around and the clear 
heaven above,, while the tall ship, reflecting her 
image on thie waves, passed majestically through 
the briny element. 
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I urns ignorant of etiquette^ and Without cere* 
onoDj respectfully addressed: 'my friend^ the lieu* 
tenairt; hut he repulsecl • my familiarity with cold- 
neaa, and directed a lad to take me to his cahioi 
^here he immediatel; joined me. Here he ex- 
{riained the nature of the service, and the dis« 
tance which it ^as deeined niecessary to keep up 
between the 'officer? and' creW. He then made 
inquiry as to my iUothes^ and generously supplied 
me'^ith some linen -from 'his /own stock. The 
ship's i tailor altered one oC his Jackets, and in a 
shoe t .time i ! was equipped^ as • a - sailor. ; But, 'ah, 
how snany hours i of bitter :hiortification aiidan* 
guisb did I undedgol .;! 'had every thing' to ieam^ 
was often ill-used, and everyday increased the 
distance from all I loved, \Vithout being able to 
inform them of my: situat&n, as the frigate was 
bound to the East Indies. . Reinorse prayed upon 
my mind; I had fiot contemplated leaving Eng- 
land, much more leaving it .without letting them 
kilo w where! was;: but iiow their affectionate 
hearts yr^ef^run^. with mJTiindisoretiom Agnes 
toolrJ-but the reiriembriDCb of/the sweetgiri was 
ever accompanied by the Recollection of the blow 
' I had received fi^om her brother, and I determis- 
ed to persevere ill the profession in which I had 
engaged. . ••..'.-. . ■.'' I,.-.- 

The. lieutenant was myi sincere friend; he took 
every opportunity* to promote my interests, and I 
endeai^oured' by all the means, in my power to 
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profit by Us kinchiefls and to testify mj gratitude. 
At first, I was much persecuted by the seamen 
and the other bi^s; bat when they found me de- 
sirous of learning and attentive to my. duty, every 
one conspired to render me asttstance, and I. soon 
became a favourite with both officers and mea. 
On one occasion, whilst the ship was lying nearly 
becalmed, one of the junior middnpinen, as he 
was playing about the rigging, &A\ overboard; I 
instantly dashed into the sea, and supported him 
from sinking till a boat was k>wered down and 
took us up. This act, for which I claim no merit, 
brought me under the immediate notice of the 
wptain, who witnessed it, and I was removed to 
the quarter deck to do duty as a midshipman. 
Evesy one expressed satisfaction at my promo- 
tion, and my new naessmates Viedwith each other 
in manifesting their generous feelings. 

After a passage of four months, we arrived at 
Madras, and I lost no time in acquainting my pa- 
rents with my destination; but, unfortunately, the 
letter never reached thdr liaads,aB the ship whicb 
conveyed it was wrecked off ihe Cape of Good 
Hope, and every soul perished. Scarcely imd 
we time to refit and victual, when orders were 
received to proceed to the China seas, as two 
French frigates had been seen cruising among the 
idands. Thither we hastened, and continued our 
search after them fi>r six months, but without 
success, and at the expiratiim of that time we re- 
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turned to Madrai It wdnMf be useless for me to 
enumerate the many places we visited during 
our stay in India, which occupied upwards of 
fliree years.- De^atcHes were prepared for us, 
and We sailed foc^Engiand. ' ' 

Throughout the whole period of my absence, 
I had never heard from home; but still the fond 
remembrances of early enjoyments in that sweet^ 
spot clung to my soul, and ^gnes in all her love- 
liness was ever present to my imagination, prompt- 
ing me to many an honoui^ible action and re- 
straining me from every thing which » could bring 
dis^rediton my aflection^ indeed I may truly say, 
that to her- 1 was indebted for the respect and 
esteem I enjoyed from -every one on board. Often 
did I regoice in^my heart at the prospect of once 
more embraciiig those who were so dear to me, 
and as.often did the sickening sensations- of dis- 
tracting doubt agitate my breast. 

One lovely evening, the sky was beautifully se- 
rene; the ocean like a clear mirror reflected the 
golden rays of the setting sun, and the light-breeze 
just lulled the spreading sails to sleep, propelling 
the ship almost imperceptibly along at the rate 
of three knots* an hour; it was one of those 
evenings that baffle the painter^ art, and only 
the poet can portray; The first watch was draw- 
ing to a close; it had struck seven bells;f the sea- 

■' < 

*Three miles. fHalf-past ten o'clock. 

N 2 
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men t» the look-o^i hmd proclaimi^ "^hIVb vrell/' 
and ef^ry thing was again huduKi lo 0oleinn still- 
nott. I was standing on the gangway fuH of p^n^ 
sive musings, watching a bright star just kindling 
on the verge of the horizon* It beaased like a 
ray of hope, irradiatiiig the gloom which hung 
heavy apon mj heart; suddenly it expanded Hke 
the glowing meteofi ahd the oeean was iiluminatp 
ed with a red and gory tinge. I was struck with 
astonishments but at the saofie moment an excla- 
mation resounded, fore-and-aft^. **A ship on fire! 
a ship on fireP and the horrid conviction was, 
alasi too evident*. In. a few minutes the flames 
were distinctly Tirible$ and the ship was pro- 
nounced to be about five miles distant^ Never 
before did I witness such-alaedty amongour crew, 
as in that hour of periL The ^aptnio and every 
officer and man were o& deck immediately; and 
as it was impossible fi>r (be frjpite to approach in 
sufficient time to rescue the suSerers, before ten 
minutes had elapsed &om the period of finst no- 
ticing the fire, every boat was in motion towards 
the scene of danger. 

It fell to my lot to cMimand the captain's gig» 
a swift-pulling boat with ^ven men, who bent to 
their oars with all the might of brave and gene- 
rous spirits. As we drew neaB, the destructive 
element raged with increadiag fury, and the 
shrieks of the wretched creatures came mingling 



TBii Bcmiriira shif. 147 

m 

wifb Iba cmckliDg of the flaaie§ and the cra«b^4>f 
falling masts. The frigate had fired guns aad 
hoisted lights to show ibem succour vfas^ at h«Mid» 
and the boats' erews occiuii^aUy cheered to an- 
nounce that they were approaching to their 
rescue. The shouts were returned from the 
burnlhg ship, but so wild, so fearful, that they 
sounded like \he yell of expiring agony that stiU 
dung to hope and Kfe. I would have dashed 
instantly alongside*, but the .o)d coxswain re- 
spectfully warned me of the danger of such a 
measure. 

We were now witlun a short distance of the 
yeasely and oh, what a sight of horror was pre- 
sented! The ports were all open, and the flames 
pouring from them as from so many mouths, 
seemed eager for their prey. Numbers of poor 
creatures were swimming towards us, whilst 
others held pieces of shattered spars with a strong 
convulsive grasp. The fore part of the ship was 
nearly consumed, and the upper part abaft was 
rapidly falling in. Those who could swim we left 
for other boats to take up, and pulling under the 
stern, we lay unobserved by the gun-room ports, 
while the fiery fragments came tumbling thick 
about us. Trusting to my skill in swimming 
should it be deemed requisite to jump overboard, 
I instantly entered the port-hole, and the ship 
having fallen off before the wind, what little air 
there was, drove the greatest part of the smoke 
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forward; yet there was an almost insupportable 
heat, and the sufibcating vapours bade defiance' 
to my efibrts to penetrate farther. A feeling I 
could not account for, an indescribable feeling 
urged me 6n, and I reached the gun-room ladder, 
at the bottom oT which lay a human being whose 
sufferings apparently were over. I passed niy 
hand quickly to the heart" to feel if any palpit£i- 
tion vet remained, and disedvered that the ihdi- 
vidual was a female. She was yet* living, and in 
a few minutes was safely in the boat. Again I 
returned with three of my crew, and soon had the 
satisfaction of rescuing eight poor wretches, who 
lay in a state bf insensibility, and'must sckm have 
perished. Stimulated by success, we penetrated 
to the burning deck above, and never shall I for- 
get the horror of the spectacled Here all was 
brilliancy and light; and the devouring element, 
rolling its huge volumes over many a devoted 
victim, roared in its fierceness, as if to stifie the 
thrilling scream of the last- death-pang. Several 
half-burnt and mangled bodies could be distin- 
guished in the flames, and many others lay in a 
senseless state, unaware of the awful doom await- 
ing them. 

Near the transom abaf¥, sat a woman with an 
infant in her arm», seeming unconscious of any 
object moving near her. She saw not our" ap- 
proach, but her eyeballs wildly glared upon the 
red hue of the burning fabric. I spoke to her, 
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abook her arm, but ber eyes stili continued fixed: 
alas! the film of death was on them. She heed« 
ed me iiot» bat clasped her infant closer to her 
bosom, gave one wild, one dismal shriek» and 
mortal agony was over. The moments became 
exceedingly precious, and the smiling infant — for 
it smiled amid the horrors of the appalling scene 
-—was secured, and several poor wretches were 
dragged to the gun-room scuttle, where they were 
thrown down, risking their limbs to save their 
Hves, and the boat was completely filled, almost 
to fii&king. Yet numbers were stili left behind, 
and roused from thdr stupor by the increasing 
heatf came rushing to the port, and plunging 
headlong into the sea. It was but changing their 
mode of deaths for the watery element, equally 
fatal with that from which they strove to escape, 
ingulfed them in its dark abyss, at onee their de-^ 
struction and th^r grave« 

I was compelled to put some of my rescued 
party in the launch, and then pulled briskly for 
the frigate. The female I had thud saved was 
still msensible; but yet, as she lay extended m 
the stern sheets of the boat, with her head rest- 
ing on my knees, i could feel the tremulous pal- 
pitation cl* her heart, and hope whispered that 
die might yet recover* She appeared to be young, 
but ber dark hair hung in thick flakes down her 
bc^f so as to ooDceal her features. The wor^y 
coxswain had wrapped the infant ip his jacket, 
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and it was now sweetly sleeping in the boit by ins 
side. Several of the sufferers^ restored to fresh 
air, speedily recovered; but it was only to lament 
some one whom they supposed had perished. 

In the bows of the boat an elderly man raised 
his white head, and with incoherent language in- 
quired where he was. The bowman soothed 
him, and tried to explain his situation; "But* my 
sonl my daughter!** he exelaimQd, "where are 
they?" then turning to the burhi^ ship contmued, 
"wretched — wretched man> they are lost — ^lost 
for ever— and I yet live!" He struggled to throw 
himself into the sea, but overcome with weak- 
ness, fell backward. 

At this mcNnent, another voice ^fiiintly uttered 
"My father! my father!" A cry of ecstacy burst 
from the old man's lips>T-^.wa8 his. son. The 
youth lay near him, and the eixdamation drew 
ray attention towards him; he s£aTted up like one 
awaking from a frightful drealn> and glared wHd- 
ly around. But> oh God! in ^hat ! language can 
I portray the various feelings which alternately 
took possession of iny soul, when fixing his look 
on me, I saw'tbe countenance (d Sit- Edward^s 
son. A sick shuddering eaose lippn ti^e. The old 
man had called upoti his daughter, and in an ikh 
stant the inaaioiate body of the young female 
was raised in my lirms. I parted the dark tresBes 
that obscured her /face, -fmd as the red glare <tf 
l%bt shone upon it, recognised my Agnes. Yes, 
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it was she; • my arm had encircled her neck — ^my 
hand had been prettied upon her heart; but then 
I kjaew hen not, abd now to find her thus! Sobs 
of angaish'and tumultuous bursts of joj followed 
in rapid sucoessioi^ •'You have saved her, sir/* 
said the coxswain, and a glow of pleasure filled 
mj heart. 

Sir Edward and his son ))ad relapsed into stu- 
por, and shortly afterwards we reached the fri- 
gate. . I sprang upon the deck to inform the cap- 
tain who it was that I had brought, and then re- 
turned to the boat to see my only — my richest 
treasure safely conducted up the side. In my 
arms I carried the dear girl to the captain's 
cabin^ and stole one kiss from those lips which I 
had pressed with such delight in early infancy — 
clasped her to my heart, and then hastened back 
to my duty. 

Once more I reached the ship; but all ap- 
proach was now impossible, and^we could only 
jHck up those who were enabled to swim, and oc- 
casionally by great hazard run so close as to re- 
ceive some poor suflFerer from the wreck. Yet 
there were many who still remained, and dreading 
to trust themselves to the sea, bung tremblingly 
between two deaths. My boat was once more 
filled, as were also alt the rest, and we made for 
the frigate, which had arrived within a short dis- 
tance. 

Suddenly an awful explosion shook the whole 
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atmotphete; the glare of light was for a momeDt 
increased, and the next succeeding minute a 
shower of blazing timbers feH in every direction 
aipund^and the pale moon alone shed her sil- 
very effttigence on the transparent wave. No 
shouts — ^no shrieks were to be heard; the bitter- 
ness of death was passed,.and all was a^ tcanqiul 
as the grave. Happily the burning ruin had 
struck none of the boats^and we soon afterwards 
put the sufierers on board the frigate. The boats 
then again repaired to the place, but except the 
shattered remnants of the wreck, no trace was 
left. The swelling billow rolled smoothly on, and 
that gallant ship with many a stout heart, was 
buried beneath its deceitful surface* Still we 
passed across and across in every direction, and 
long after the sun bad kindled up the day, our 
search was continued; but nothing met our view, 
except mutilated fragments of human bodies and 
pieces of blackened timber. All hands repaired 
on board, the boatft were hoisted in, and the fri- 
gate pursued her course for England. 

On getting aboard, I hastened to the surgeon 
ai^d inquired the state of Agnes and her^etids. 
They had all recovered, and were composed in 
slumber. Etiquette forbade my entering the pre- 
cincts of the cabin uninvited, yet I lingered near 
the door, and the steward gave me all the infor- 
mation I could obtain. Duty compelled me to 
attend in another part of the ship, after which I 
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hastened to my berth and equipped myself in 
iifiiibrin for the forenoon watch. The master'a 
mate had been promoted to a lieutenancy, and I 
had been appointed io fill the vacant station, and 
never was I mcnre studious m adjusting my dress, 
whilst a feeling of pride animated me under the 
reflection that I had ^^eavowred to earn my 
present •dbtinction solely by my own eflbrts. 

We had saved ninety-sev^n people, including 
passengers, out of one hundred and forty-three. 
The ship was an East Indiaman on her passage 
out, and Sir Edward was goii^ to Bombay to fill 
a high official station. No one could tell how the 
fire bad or^;inated, but it was supposed to have 
been occasioned by the communication of some 
combustible matter with the fodder stowed in the 
orlop deck for the live stock. But so amazingly 
rapid had been its spread, that the boats were 
rendered useless before they could be got out, 
excepting one small jolly-boat, which sunk soon 
after it was lowered down. 

Notwithstanding my attention to dress, it would 
be impossible to describe the tumult of agitation 
under which I laboured. Parents — ^home — ^Agnes, 
all rushed upon my heart, and the cruel blow 
which had occasioned my departure mingled with 
the rest When relieving the watch I found my 
friend, the lieutenant upon deck, and to him I 
briefly rekited my situaticm. He hadheard parts 

VOL. w o 
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of my story before; but when I told hinv all^ he 
advised me to sufier things to take their course, 
to manifest a becoming spirit, and by no means 
to show resentment He said the ca{>tain had 
spoken very highly of me for my exertions and 
humanity, and was greatly pleased with Hfy con- 
duct. Praise is Bweet from those who despise un- 
meaning jQattery, and this came like a reviving 
cordial to my drooping mind. 

Soon after ten o'clock. Sir Edward fiwoke con- 
siderably refreshed, and with his children return- 
ed thanks to Heaven for safety. They afterwards 
came on deck, and as the young man aldcenj^ed, a 
feeling of indignation filled my breast; but it was 
momentary, and I walked forward to conceal my 
agitation, which became afanost insupportable, 
particularly when I heard the captain's voke 
hailing me, and guessed the purport of his calL 
Mufitering all my resolution, I approached them 
as they stood abaft, but who can paint the diA 
ferent looks, of father, -son, and daughter, as the 
captain presented me to their notice. The re- 
cognition was immediate, and each seemed to 
have a conflict of passions in the breast Sir Ed* 
ward took my hand with coldness, and then 
pressed it ardently; his son Walked away, ^ving 
me a glance that betrayed humbled pride, whilst 
the sweet countenance of Agnes spoke volumes to 
my «oul, and told me I had been treasured in her 
memory with fond afiection. I would have in- 
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quired for my parents; but while the question 
hung upon my lips, a well-remembered fHce dis- 
played itself, — ^it was the old butler of the fami-* 
ij. As soon as it was possU)ler 1 took the old man 
aside^ and from him learned every particular. 
My fa||jker had been dismissed from his situation, 
and had struggled with many difficulties; but a 
relation of my mother had left them a handsome 
competency at his death, and their only unhappi- 
ness proceeded ftom ignorance of dHj fate. They 
had mourned niy loss as for one who would never 
return. I briefly ran over my adventures to him, 
and only on one subject was I silent; but this was 
unnecessary, as he told me of many circum- 
stances which gladdened my heart. 

Being officer of the forenoon watch, it was my 
turn to dine with the captain. This I would glad- 
ly havo. deigned, but it was tinpossible v^ithout a 
breach of regulations; and at the appointed hour, 
after putting on my full-dress, I entered the cabin, 
and at the captain's request, took my seat by the 
ude of Agnqs. Sir Edward looked displeased and 
bit his lips; his son arose from the table and mut- 
tered something about "plebeian rank;'* whilst 
the sweet girl was almost fainting with alarm. 
The captain had noticed a strange peculiarity at 
tile first interview^ and,.a» I understood after- 
' wards, had answered many inquiries respecting 
me. My friend, the lieutenant^ had also ffveti 
him some hints, but he was not the man to see 
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honest huBulity abased; for he himBelf had risen 
from an obseure origin, and through his own 
merits Imd climbed everj gradation to bis present 
conmiand. Beloved by bis crew and uniyersallj 
respected in the service, he despised the proud 
aspirings of those who considered high hjrth as 
the greatest recommendation. Without discern- 
' posing himself, he directed the steward to remove 
the young genileinan's plate to another table. 
Sir Edward keenly felt this, and rising up, de- 
manded whether his present condition had so far 
reduced him in the captain's estimation, as to 
render him the object <^ insult? 

^'Sir Edward," replied the captain calmty, 
^'when you have explained your meaning, I shall 
be better able to answer you; at present I amih- 
volved in mystery/* 

''Look there!'' said the baronet, pointing to- 
wards me, Hhe son of my gardener! Look there!'' 
continued he, turning to his son, ''the hdr to the 
richest baronetage in Gr^at Britain; and that'' 
-**pointing to Agnes, '^to my shame be it spdcen, 
is my daughter." , « . 

I offered to withdraw. »mt s&h Mr. ," 

said the captain, rising at the same tkne himself 
with, all the dig&ity that marked his character. 
"Sir Edward," he cooUy answered, "it is not in 
my naAure to hrant any one with obligations. I 
vievi|pankind aa untted to me by the strongest 
ties, and whelher it was a beggar or a duke. 
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should cobsider I had only done mjdntj in match- 
ing a fellow-creature from destruction. But 
where, let me ask, would your baronetage have 
been^had not this young oifficer stepped between 
you and the grave? Wher^ would your ungrate- 
ful soiif have been; but for his timely aid? And 
where would this sweet girl, ef whom any father 
ought to be proud, — where, I say, would she have 
been, but for the y^outh whom you despise?" He 
grew warm. "By bcaveni Sir Edward, you would 
have found the sharks- no respecters of rank or 
riches;, they^evel in the glorious spoils of death 
without troubling themselves whether fheir prey 
is of noble or ignoble birth,, and you long, ere 
now, might have satiated their ravenous appe- 
tites." The baronet shuddered. ''As for this 
youjig officer, he has beeiirupwards of three years 
under my cdmrnand; I. have watched him silently 
and secretly; ^^he is a noble fellow, and shall never 
want a friend while these old timbers hold to- 
gether! - If he has injured you oc your dai^hter, 
prove ity and I instantly discard himl" 

''He has! he has!" exclaimed both Sir Edward 
and his son. I felt myself almost Inspired with 
eloquence, and briefly told my tale. 

"If (said I) to love Miss Agnos is a crime, it is 

one that has to me produced/ the most happy re- 

sults^ and never, never will I resign it. To that 

love I am indebted for my present situation;^ has 

o2 
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been the pole-star of my hearty but never till thia 
moment did my lips pnbUcly avow it This then, 
sir, is the injury I have committed, and it now 
remains with yoii to drive me from your patron- 
age", or still to cherish^ the obstcnre individual 
whom yqn have been pleased to ntke^** "* 
V "Drive you away, my boyP* replied the cap* 
tain; ''no, no! I should indeed consider you un- 
worthy of my notice, could you associate with so 
lovely a lass and remain insensible to her amiable 
disposition and beauty. But- what saiys the fair 
lady? Does she too despise the poor but honest 
sailor?^ 

A fkint smile passed across her pallid cheek as 
she distinctly uttered^— ^He has preserved Ay fa- 
ther's life." At that moment, thrown off my 
guard, I caught her hand and pressed' it ttwny 
lips. Both her father and her^hrofter saw it, 
but they neither spoke nor moved. . ^ 

K}ome, come/' said the captain, as he turned 
round to hide the gathering tear; ''let u«^ sit down 
to dinner, and well discuss the matter after- 
wards. At present, thank God, you are safe; the 
young folks have yet many years to pass over 
their heads, and a thousand things may happen. 
Thus much, however, I will say; if ever he dis- 
graces his cloth, I will be the §rst to oppose his 
designs; but if, on the contrary, be continues in 
the oRne honourable course he has begun, I will 
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support him with bandtand heart; so, Sir Edward^ 
yoitt wiil have two oppoDeats instead of one." 

Sir Edwaitl reamed his seat, his son returned 
to the table, but it was eridentijr With great mor- 
tification^ and the dinner passed off tolerablj 
well. 

-. The infant I had taken from its dying mother, 
was the son of a female passenger going to join 
her husband, an officer in the army who had 
preceded her about twelve months, at a time 
when it was impossible she could accompany 
him. The little innocent did not want for nurs^ 
in the frigate, as a great many women had been 
saved, and everv seamen was anxious to caress 
and fondle the child. It wa» afterwards restored 
to its father; and both their names were returned 
amongst the killed on the plains of Waterloo,—- 
the former a coloneU the latter a captain in his 
father's regiment. But to proceed. 

After touchii^ at the isknd of Flores for a 
supply of water and fresh provisions, we pursued 
our course for home; and though from my junior 
station I could not join the company of Sir Ed- 
ward and his family, nor even approach the cap- 
tain without his sanction, unless on duty, yet 
Agnes took frequent opportunities for conversing 
with me. I did not venture to noention my ar- 
dent attachment, or request a return of her 
esteem; yet I had the satisfaction of knowi^that 
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we r^arde'd each other with feelings of afiec- 
tion, founded upon the purest desire of promote 
ing each other's happiness. None but tho^e "who 
have witnessed, can form an idea jof the beauties 
of a fine clear summer evening passed upon the 
smooth surface oft the ocean; it is the season when 
the officers assemble on the quarter-deck, and as 
they pace fore-and-aft, enjoy the social and unre- 
strained converse which is precious to the heart. 
The falling' shades of twilight conceal the anxious 
look as busy Memory conjures up scenes of past 
joys, and Hope portrays the coming future. It 
was at these hours that Agnes generally came on 
deck, and I had the Inexpressible pleasure of en- 
joying her society; for Sir £dward had relaxed in 
his haughtiness though his son remained impene- ^ 
trably stubborn. . 

At length we arrived in England, and the ba- 
ronet repaired to London; but previously to -his 
departure I received the most solemn assurances 
of the attachment of Agnes. To my friend, the 
lieutenant, I was indebted for this last interview; 
and in his presence our vows ef fidelity were 
pledged. A few weeks afterwards, the baronet 
with his son and daughter once more embarked 
for Bombay. Agnes wrote me a fareweH letter, 
and every energy of my soul was Aroused to fresh 
exertions in my profession^ under the hope of one 
day <Slling her mine. As soon as duty would ad- 
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mity I visited my parentB^. whose joy at seeing me 
again exceeded all injunds. They were rery 
comfortably settled, and it was not amongst the 
least of their gratifications to behold their only 
child arrayed inr the naval uniform of his country. 

It would be a useless^ though perhaps not alto- 
gether an uninteresting task, for me to detail the 
events of the seven succeeding years, during 
which I frequently endeavoured to get on the 
East India station, and at laSt obtained my d^ 
sire. At this time I was first-lieutenant of a fri- 
gate, (as through the interest of the captain, I 
received a commission almost immediately after 
passing my examination,) and had amassed a 
very handsome property in prize-money; but I 
knew it would be necessary for me to gain higher 
promotion before Sir Edward would listen to my 
proposals. Nevertheless, the prospect of seeing 
Agnes afibrded me the most lively emotions ci 
pleasure. To this moment I can remember the 
delight which swelled my soul when we anchor- 
ed at Bombay, particularly as we had captured 
an enemy's ship that had long been a great an* 
DC^ance to commerce in the' Indian seas, as it 
seemed to promise me another step. 

As soon as duty would permit, I went on shore 
and eagerly hastened to the residence of Sir Ed- 
ward, where almost the first individual that met 
my sight was the old butler. From him 1 l^pned 
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that the baronet had been consigned to the tomb 
about nine months; — ^that young Sir Edward re- 
tained an important, and lucrative office^ — and 
that the gentle Agnes^ harassed by the importuni- 
ties (I afterwards heard cruelties) of her brother 
to become the wife of an extremely wealthy but 
depraved libertine, had sunk broken-hearted to 
the gravel and the old m^n, with many.tears, 
placed in^ my hands her last letter addressed to 
me, with a small box containing her miniature 
and several other mementos of an affsctionate 
heart. 

I shall not attempt to describe the anguish of 
my spirit at this heavy disappointment; at first 
it seemed to wither up my faculties, as if the only 
incentive to exertion was entirely destroyed, and 
all my future prospects were tbenc^forwa,rd to be 
dark and dreary. Many years have flown away 
since, and I am now an old post captain; but 
though I have seen hundreds of beautiful and. 
pleasing women, I am still single. My afiecHon 
for the devoted Agnes — ^my first, my only love- 
remains unshaken, and I look 6>rward to'^that 
happy union in the blissful realms of immortality 
which knoi^s neither separation. nor sorrow. 



THE VETERAN SOLIHER. 

"The brave pooir soldier ne'er despise, 

Nor treat him as a stranger: 
For ^till he'll prove Ws country's stay, 

In every hour of danger." 

The young urchins were taking their last five 
minutes of plaj on the beautiful village green at 
S— , in Devonshire, previous fo returning to 
the schoolroom for the afternoon, and in the 
midst of them stood a tall but aged man, who ap- 
peared to be regulating the game with all the ac- 
curacy o{^ thorough tactician. I stood watching 
the interesting group of children (of all ages) 
-whose actions were guided by the tall old man, 
and witnessed their parting when the sonorous 
bell cftUed them from their sports. They assem- 
bled round the aged mentor, and in a broad Irish 
accent he bade Uiem mind their '*larning," and 
be good **childer.** 

I entered into conVei^ation with the veteran, 
and found he was a pensioner on the army, who 
had also a little property to live upon in the vil- 
lage of S ' , which had been left him by an 
officer whose life he had preserved at the battle 
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of Talavera. Haying an hour or two to spare, I 
requested to hear something of his history, and 
with the garrulity natur^il to old age, he readily 
complied with inj- request. We seated ourselres; 
on a rustic bench beneath a giant sycamore, and 
he began by telling me — but I cannot do better 
than give it in his own language. 

^'Faith, but your honour's mighty condescend- 
ing/' he exclaimed, <'to listen to the chathering 
of ould Pat. Fifty years have marched off under 
General Time since I first shouldered the firelock, 
and now I am daily expecting the rouM (jSor my 
billet is nearly expired) to assemble for the grand 
review before the sarchcr of all hearts. Och^ 
many's the time and oft I've wished for some kind 
friend that I might spake a word to and.unbur- 
then my sinful spirit; for when I've stood sentry 
all alone by myself in the dark nights in Ameriky 
and Spain, and in dare little Ireland tcKv I've ^ 
thought, <Arrah Paddy, but you are a great big 
blaggard, so you are, for running awa^ fron||jyour 
ould mother that's dead and gone, without so 
much as seeing her dacently laid under the turf. 
If she had been alive, it would have broke her 
heart, so it would, to think |iow her own beauti- 
ful Paddy should desart iKNll time of need, and 
not stop to see her wcd^d.' » But 'twas the 
<]thrink, your honotir, 'twas the murtherlng 
dtbrink, and bad manners to Sarjent Linstock for 
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that same; he laughed at poor Pat, and marched 
OS off without bate of drum, saying that 'She 
would never wake again;' for I must be after 
telling you that there was a recruiting party 
came down to the fair, so they picked me out as 
the most likely lad on the sod; and indeed your 
honour, there wasn't many in those days, though 
I say it meself, that dared tread upon my greatcoat, 
or call my shtick a rascal. But, as I said before, 
it was the dthrink, and then they chated me by 
slipping the king's countenance into my fob when 
I knew nothing about it at all, at all; but they 
swore I had 'listed willingly, and had taken the 
[Hcture meself. Och, by my conscience, didn't I 
get into a thundering rage, sure! — ^not that I 
minded sarving his Majesty, heaven bless the 
heart o4 his soul, that's in t'other worldl but I 
thought it was not trateing me handsome, your 
^ honour, to trap me into it. But I found it was of no 
use to complain; so I went to bid poor mother 
good'bye, and she'd just breatb enough left to tell 
me not to disgrace the country that gave me 
birth. 'Arrah Baddy, (says she,) my own dare 
Paddy, that I loved^o tinderly, and used to get 
the but — ^but — ^but — buthermilk and pra-pratees 
fori' Oh, sir, 'tis a big shame to see a sodger cry; 
but when I think of the dare soul and the buther- 
milk, how can I help it? 'Niver dishonour your 

cloth, Paddy, (says she,) nor. the king you sarve, 
VOL. n. p 
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nor the father that begot you. Fight in a just 
cause, and when the vanquished crj for quarter, 
unlock the heart and spare the hiand. Protect 
the innocent, and do jour duty Uke a man.' 

**Then there was poor Norab, your honour. 
Ocb, hone, but I thought it would have broken 
my heart entirely, to see how the tears chased 
each other down her pale face! 'And why will 
ye lave me, Paddy, (says she) all alone by meselfl 
Oh, look at our cottage and the. peat-stack — ^where 
will you find the likes of it in another country, 
Paddy? Then there's the bit of a bog yCnder for 
the pigs and the geese, and your own dare Norah, 
and the pratee garden. Oh, why will you go, 
Pad^, alid lave me all alone by meself?' And 
then, your honour, I put ray arms round her neck, 
(for I couldn't spake a word,) and my |ears fell 
trickling on a bosom that looked like twin roses 
moistened with dew. Oh, I niver felt before nor ^ 
since as I did at that same moment! - But then 
Mr. Sarjent must have his saj, divel twist kim to 
the right about round the rim of the moon,-^od 
forgive me that I should have imcfaristian feelings 
tow'rds the vilest of his cri^tures; *G>me, come, 
young man, (says he) fE^ll into the ranks and 
march; you'll soon find prettier girk.to lead a 
wild-goose chasel' Bad manners to him for th^t 
same, to try and make iny own dare No^ab be- 
U^ve that her Pat would iver cease to love her 
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as his own heart's blood; so I up ajid tould him I 
dida't like to be made game of. . ^WeOf well, 
(says he) I suppose an honest sodger ma j have a 
kiss.' — ^Arrab, dress blick to the rear, (says I) 
Mr. Sarjent, for by me' soul, if you lay but one 
of your thievii^-hooks upon a digit of her corpo- 
ral substance, faith! but I'll brake me arm across 
your face, so I will.' Well, your honour, and so 
he persisted in that same, and cotch'd hould of 
her gown. Oh, 'twas more than Irish blood could 
brook, and 'Lay there jewel!' says I, stretching 
him along upon mother earth before he could cry 
^hackl' and then they put iron mittens on me, 
and tore my swate k)ve away. I thought me 
brain would have turned, and so they took me 
before ould Justice Ballymagfogkm, and poor 
Pat was committed for a rogue and a vagabond, 
and marched off for Cork under a military guard; 
and put into jail. ~ 

*^A few days afterwards and the transports were 
going to sail; so thej trotted me down to the beach, 
and there I found a great many more like meself. 
Well, just as I was stepping into.the boat, 1 heard 
the swate voice of my own dear Noirah, and so I 
stepped back again. ^Jump into the boat! you 
mutinous rascal,' says the sarjent. 'Rascal your- 
self, (says I) Mr. Sarjent; do yon think bis ho- 
noured majesty, God bless bim! would refuse me 
one last embrace from the dare cratur I'd broke 
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the bit o* gold with? Arrah, be aisej now» and 
paws off/ for they b^an to handle me again, 
your honour. 'Let the poor fellow alone!' said 
the midshipniite of the boat; 'let him alone to 
spake to the girl.' — ^'God bless you! young jontle- 
man (says I) for that same. May your father 
niver have to sorrow over your mother's son!' 

''And so poor Nofah came to me; but I couldn't 
throw my arms round her neck now, your honour, 
for the bracelets they had clapped upon my wrists; 
but she stooped down and got between them, and 
we were folded to each other's hearts. Oh, sir, 
I feel it at this moment, and hope you won't 
think the worse of poor Pat for the dthrop in his 
eye. Well, we were obliged to part; *0h Paddy, 
(says she) niver, niver forget your country or your 
Norah!' — and bad luck to me, your honour, if ever 
I did — and she waved her apron till I saw her out 
of sights and then I could have laid down and 
died. 'Niver forget your country or your Norahl' 
were her last words; and th^j have ever been 
engraven on my heart, by the same token that 
Corporal Flannagan, who had received a 'varsity 
edecation where he was brought up to run ar- 
rands and clane shoes, composed the beautifuUest 
song, — ohi your honour, it would do your heart 
good to hear it Faith, and it's here I've got it, 
along ^ith the bit of broken gold and a lock of my 
own darling's hair, all black and shining,— -oh! 
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theyVe a rich treasure to poor Pat. My hair 
was like it once, but i\ow my b^ad is silvered 
over with the snow of age; but my heart is as 
warm as iver, and melts wi^h teoderness, spite of 
the frost of adversity that has so often nipped it. 
Would your honour like to rade that same? or 
shall I rade it to you? Oh, I can repeat it by 
hear^ for sure it is always laying next to it. 

'Dear land of my fathers, their glory and pride, 
Who fought for their homes audio Freedom's cause died; 
The hallowed green turf-mound marks each sacred spot, 
And their spirits still cry, Let us ne'er be forgot! 
Forget you? Ah never, whilst Shannon's stream flows, 
And Liberty's tree on dear Erin's land grows, 
To yield usjiihilelaks to lather our foes 

Will Paddy forget you, — ah never! 

'Your lovely green meadows^ all sparkling with dew, 
Where Norah first met me, how dear to my view; 
Remembrance now pictures the sweet little cot, 
And I hear her last words, Let me ne'er be forgot! 
Forget you? Ah never! though now fer apart. 
Still laithfol and honest shall be this poor heart; 
Till life's latest breath from my lips shall depart 
Can Paddy forget you? — ah never!' 

"There, your honour, vshat do you think of 

.that for a compositjpn? oh sure, it's a sublimity. 

'Can Paddy forget ycnl ah never!' But to niake 

the long of the short of it and go on with my story; 

I \vas sent on board 4k transport, aiid the next day 

we sailed with the rest for (he West Injees, and 

all the passage out I was drilled morning, noon, 
p •^ 
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and night, till I was as thin as a pratee dibble,-— 
marching and countermarching between two guns 
on the deck, that werVt more nor six feet asun* 
der; and what with the sea-sickness, and the 
drilling, and the six-upon-four,^ I was almost 
done up by the time we got to Jemakee, where 
they make niggers of the poor blacks. 

''Och! your honour, but that was the pl^^e ibr 
the yellow faver and the land crabs, and may-be 
I didn't get a long spell in the hospital, that made 
me as thin as a ramrod and as wake as ten-water 
grog. But I got over that bout; though many's 
the brave sodger V^e seen hearty and well at 
sunset — talking about home and the darlins — ^and 
a loathsome corpse before morning, and buried 
by day-break. By me conscience, death gives 
but little more warning there than he does in the 
field of battle. Yet I got used to the place at 
last, and there I was made a corporal, and should 
have been contint but for the thoughts of my 
poor Norah. 

"Well, many years after this, the regiment was 
ordered to the River Plate, and so we landed in 
Maldonado Bay and took the Island of Goretta. 
Oh, your honour, it made my heart ache to see 
the poor souls He bleeding on the ground, and to 
be obliged to stick my bayonet into the breast of a 

* Six men upon four men's allowance of provision. 
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fellow-craturt But I thought of my ould mother's 
advice, sure, — ^"Do your duty like a man.' After 
this, we sailed up to Monte Video, and I 9hall 
niver forget to remember that same, when we 
stormed the breach over a scaling ladder of dead 
bodies that came tumbling down upon us as fast 
as we could get tip. By and by, somebody fetches 
me the terriblest poke of the sconce; it made the 
light dance in my eyes like sparks from a sky- 
rocket, and who should it be but my old friend 
Sarjent Linstock, sure, as dead as a red herring, 
your honour. 'Long life to you, jewel! (says I) 
for taking yourself out of the way so dacently;* 
but my heart smote me as soon as I had said it. 
fShame'to you, Paddy, (thought I) to rejoice in 
the downfall of any man; you don't know how 
soon it may be your own turn,' and it struck me 
aH of a heap entirely, s6 I stood stock still. 'On, 
on, my brave fellows!' roared somebody rn the 
rear, giving me a prick behind with the bayonet; 
it made me jump like a billy-goat, and so I rush- 
ed on, headed by our brave captain, and we en- 
tered the town. 

"Well, there was a comical fellow of the name 
of Taylor* (he was a sailor commanding a private 

* This anecdote of Taylor, I have since found to be cor- 
rect. He commanded a small brig, and was commissioned 
by the Spaniards; so that when the English fleet first anchor- 
ed off Monte Video, he was under Spanish colours, having 
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brig of war) advanced with us, havicfg a bag o£ 
Union-Jacks over his shoulder to hoist upon the 
batteries. When v?e got into the great square 
ould Elio, the governor} stood ready with his 
troops to receive us; so we charged, and Taylor 
running on» knocked the ould fellow down with 
the bag of Jacks, and after that, och! but it was 
all dickey with them. 

** 'Arrah, Paddy, what booty have you got? 
says Corporal Blacketer. 'Sorrow the scurragb,' 
says I. 'Och, hone to your hearty look herel' sa^ 
he; and so, your honour, he turns round upon bis 
back, and puts his h$ind into Jbis haversack, and 
pulls out a little silver ionage, that I knew at first 
glance was St. Feter^ ^Oh, you tief o^the-world, 
(says I,) what, rob a church? t— «No, no, (says the 

brought in the most daring mt^nner a cargo of cattle for the 
<dt7, which, being closely inveated, was short of provisions. 
These cattle he landed in a small sandy bay, but payment 
for them was refused. That night he came out in his boat 
(a beautifal Deal galley) clandestinely to the English admi- 
ral, and offered his services as a pilot, and also to bring off 
iht cattle that was landed, provided he bad a strong party 
from the ships to assist him. His offer was accepted, and he 
accomplished the undertaking. After the cessation of hosti- 
lities, he settled at Buenos Ayres, and acted as a pHot for the 
River Plate; but on the declaration of independence an<d the 
war between Buenos Ayres and Monte Video, he was ap- 
pointed to command the squadron of the former. Since then,, 
he joined Lord Cochrane, when admiral of the Brazilian na- 
vy, ft&d cmnmanded a Brazilian frigate. He is, I believe, 
8^ in existence, and holds high rank at Bio Janeiro. 
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corporal,) I had it from an honest priest, to re- 
deem his corpas^ny-mule-he from danger. And 
see here, (opening his cartouche-box and showing 
another,) and here, (tapping his knapsack that 
bulked out,) see here! I've got all the saints in the 
calendar dacently buckled up; faith, here's enough 
to make an almanack/ 

''But what plased me most was, the good cheer 
we met with after our long voyage. I'll engage 
we wasn't long getting the camp-kettles to work. 
Ob, there was beef and mutton for picking up, 
and turkeys and chickens enough to stock all the 
uphoulsterers in the united kingdom. Oh, your 
honour, didn't we live like fighting cocks, sure?" 

At this moment, an elderly female called to the 
veteran from the door of a snug little cottage, 
mantled with evergreens and surrounded by a 
garden neatly laid out, and kept in the most ex- 
act order. 

"Faith! (said he) but my baccy's ready; and 
will your honour condescend to walk into the 
cabin, to rest yees a little while?" 

I told him my engagements would not at that 
moment permit me; but as I should remain some 
time in the neighbourhood, I would most certain- 
ly visit him once more before I quitted that part 
of the country. 

"1 hope no offence," said he, "but I should be 
proud to do meself the honour of your acquaint- 
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ancc, so I would; and if you could make it c<m^ 
vanient to give poor Pat a call now and then, 
'twould cause joy to dance in his heart, and plea- 
sure would stretch out the wrinkles in his with* 
i ered countenance. Long life to your honour,' and 

may God bless you!" 

The veteran rose from his seat, gave his hand 

a military flourish to his hat, and marched bffin 

* ordinary time to his cottage; whilst I pursued my 

way to the residence of a friend, reflecting on the 

vicissitudes of life. 

A few days after this adventure, I again visited 
(he spotr and on advancing to^the village grecD, 
I observed my friend Pat with some twenty little 
urchins drawn up in a line, each with a broom- 
stick or mop-handle, going through the various 
evolutions of the drill-ground. He was in -the 
first position for facing to the right; and the 
youngsters, with mouths and eyes wide open, 
were watching the motion. 

Though seventy winters had spent their storms 
upon his head, he stood erect and firm, and at that 
nK>ment would have been a fine study for an 
artist. "To the right face!" said he, and the 
motion brought him full in my front; his hand 
was flourished to his hat in an instant, and from 
a coun tenance expressive of command, it changed 
to one of the most lively pleasure. **0h, joy to 
the Jiour that I see your h<»iour againi Faith! 
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but delight is bateii^ the roll upon the drum of 
my heart, and every swate sensation is answering 
to the muster.** 

The children, no longer under control, Were 
charging each other in front and rear, which an- 
noying the veteran, be exclaimed, "Arrah be 
aisey, and don't be after making such a hubaboo. 
Double quick time, march!" and off they started, 
as wild as young colts, "Are any of these your 
own?" inquired I. "Oh no, your honour," he re- 
plied mournfully; "when the turf covers poor ould 
Pat, his lamp will be clane put out. But see at 
yon gossoon; oh, it makes my heart ache to look 
at him, for he has never a friend in the world, 
nor in Ireland eather, sava and beside myself, 
your honour. Sure, isn't he a darling of a boy, 
by token that he's the very image of my own dare 
Norah. Come here, Casey, und spake to the gen- 
tleman; don't stand rubbing your pate there." 

A fine healthy lad with long flaxen curls ap- 
proached, and took hold of my hand; but this did 
not altogether agree with the old soldier's ideas 
of etiquette, and he continued addressing the 
youth, "Run off, you ragged rascal, and let his 
honour alone. Don't stand grubbing with your 
ten toes, like a pig in a pratee garden. Faith, 
but he's off; and now perhaps your honour would 
like to know a little more of my history? But first 
I'll go back to tlie end, and tell you straight for- 
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Ward in a circuitous manner, that we mayn't set 
out in a round about way.^ 

' '^Sure and wasn't it at Monte Video that you 
left me last? And faith, I might have staid there 
till death, and longer, but they ordered me up 
for Boney's Airs; and och, hone, but we suffered 
severely at that place, marching up to our mid- 
dles in water without rations and without rest 
for three days. And then the assault, — bad luck 
to the divil!-— didn't we charge into the town with 
our bagnets, and nothing but our hammers iD the 
lockst and that, too, where every house was a 
battery in itself, and we had no enemy to meet 
on plain ground? By the powers of Moll Kelly, 
but they knocked us down like bastes in a slaugh- 
ter-house, and divil a rap could we give 'em again. 
Only think, your honour, of straight streets cross- 
ing each other at right angles, so that a nine- 
pounder at the end of one street was a defence 
for the whole; and then they pulled down a part 
of the cathedral; so that nothing might stop the 
shot. 

''Oh, that was a terrible consam, so it was, 
and many brave fellows lost their billet; for these 
Spaniards had an ugly knack of knocking the 
wounded on the head after they were kilt. Sure, 
wasn't I one of the party that stormed the Pizze- 
laro del Tow-row, where the bulls fight? and 
didn't we make a big bull of it? for how could we 
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get at 'em,' your honour, seeing there was not 
even the spoke of a ladder by way of staircase? 
Ah, then poor Pat tumbled down with a wound I 
got ID the breast, and then I thought of dare lit* 
tie Ireland and Norah; and so I struggled to get 
up again, but all was of no use; so I fainted with 
the loss of blood, and there I lay, spachless and 
comical entirely. 

<*WeIl, when I woke, I heard a soft swate voice 
spaking to me in broken English — ^it was just like 
Norah's, your honour; and so I opened my day* 
lights to take a peep at the angel, for I thought 
it was her own dare self come in a phantomical 
manner to cheer my weary spirit, about to quit 
this world of trouble, only I couldn't make out 
the brogue; but not a soul did I see, saving and 
except a young officer in the uniform of a Spa- 
nish hussar kneeling by my side and feeling my 
pulse, which was now bateing the dead march. 
The creature started when I showed my peepers, 
and the cap flew from its head. Oh, I shall never 
forget to remember that same, for it was a woman, 
your honour, and her long auburn locks came 
clustering down her forehead, and she looked like 
the commander-in-chief of the cherry-bums. Oh, 
she was beauty's queen, and a countryman of my 
own; for though French by birth, she was mar- 
ried to a son of the sod. Long life to her, whe- 
ther she's dead or alive, for her kindness to poor 

VOL. IL Q 
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Pat! for didn't she have me carried by the vice- 
roy*8 Barvants to snug quarters, where my wound 
was dressed and the bail distracted? Faith, and 
she did, your honour, and many more besides me; 
for after the battle — havii^ a regard for the 
brave sodger, and knowing that many lay bleed- 
ing on the ground — she put on the regimentals Of 
a captain of hussars, as one of General Liniers' 
aids-de*camp, and rode through the scenes of 
carnage to stop the murderers' hands.* Oh, wasn't 
ehe a darling of a soul? Ax General Beresford, 
your honour, for he knew her very well, by 
token — ^but that^s none of my business to notice; 
only twas whispered as soft as a peal of bells, 
that they found his image in wax-work, all alive 
and kicking, your honour. 

<<But the worst of it was the hm of our colours, 
that hung dangling in the church of San Nicho- 



* I have since ascertained the accuracy of poor Pat^s state* 
* ment. The lady was Madame O^Gorman, a native of the 
. Mauritius, and married to Captain O'Gorman, brother to the 
great counsellor of that name. She was a remarkably fine 
woman, and possessed great influence over Liniers, the vice- 
roy. Bold and daring in her miinners, and of an intrepid 
disposition, she attended the viceroy during the battle habited 
in the dress of an officer of hussar:^ and after the failure of 
the attack, she rode through the town, at the imminent risk 
of her life, to protect the wounded. Her brother was in the 
Spanish service, and was one of the officers present when 
Sir Samael Auchmuty surrendered his sword. 
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las, where the brave Sir Samuel Auchmuty had 
suffered so much, and was compelled to surren- 
der; but that was a sad job to make the most of 
it» apd all through thje treachery and cowardice 
of Whitelockei bad luck to his powthered fiz-hog. 
.But the coloursiyour honour, oh, didn't they stick 
in my gizzard, sure? and so I spoke a word or 
two about it to my ould comrade, Corporal Black- 
eter. * What's to be done,' says he« 'Arrah,da- 
cently walk off with them,' says I. 'How's thati' 
says he* So seeing he had no liking to the mat- 
ter, I was obliged to close my chather-boz, and 
soon after we sailed down the river. 

''Well, about twoyears afterwards, an ill wind 
blow'd me there again, and I qouldn't help going 
to take a sly peep. Ob, didn't I get into a big 
rage, sure, when they struck like a blight upon 
my eyes? *0h Paddy, (says I) twig 'em, and take 
shame to yourself for not dislodging them from 
their height;' and so it bothered me night and 
day, your honpiir, that I could'nt slape a wink^ 
nor ever cease to think of it while waking, 

"Well, one evening Jerry DriscoU and meself 
were ashore, taking a sup of the cratur. Jerry 
was a broth of a boy, and knew that two and two 
made five when his own ugly mug was shoved in 
to balance the account He was a blue jacket, 
your honpur, belonging to a sloop of war* 'Arrah 
Jerry, (says I) shall we do the thipg^'-r-'Fnith and 
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vre will, (says he) and the more by token that 
they have stuck the bttntiog up!' as indeed they 
had, your honour, with R. M. B. on it, for Royal 
Marine Battalion. So when night came, off we 
set with a long rope and got safe into the middle 
of the centre of the church, and clapped ourselves 
in ambush clane out of sight where nobody could 
see us. 

"About midnight, *Now Jerry, (says I) you 
must mount a reev-o; only take care the rope 
does not get round your neck.' Well, just as we 
were going to begin, we heard the most terriblest 
noises and what should it be but one of the pa* 
dres, who had been sipping the supernaculum and 
fallen asleep in the sentry*box^ — arrab, the con- 
fessional-box, I mane. Bad ihanners to him for 
stretching his daylights and prying into honest 
men's affiiirs. Oh! youir honour, he roared like 
a pope's bull, and out he came as big as three 
moderate sized aldermen. 'Arrah, be aisey,' 
says Jerry, giving him a thump io his rotunda, 
which wouM have held a cathedral, ^can't you 
behave yourself, jewel?* Thump went Jerry 
again, till his coporation sounded like a big drum, 
or a Chinese gong. The sentry peeped in at the 
church-door; Jerry twigged him and cotched the 
friar round the neck, and down they rolled toge- 
*ther, both roaring with all their might— *Arrah, 
Jerry, (says I) don't you mane to get up?* *0h. 
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the nmrtheritig rascal^ (says he) don't you see 
how he's using me;' and indeed, your honour, th'e 
padre was belaboring him entirely with both his 
fists. I ran to assist, but a sarjent entered with 
the guard. 

" * What's the matter here?' says the sarjent, — 
for he was a countryman, your honour, that had 
deserted from Whitelocke's army. — ^'Oh,. by my 
conscience, (says Jerry) but that same fellow is a 
thumping rogue, so he is.' — 'Be aisey,' says the 
sarjent; and so he speaks to the padre in broken 
Spanish, and tells him to get up; but he couldn't 
do that thing till the sodgers lever'd him up with 
their firelocks. And then he tells them a long 
story about his being asleep, and dreaming that 
somebody was trying to steal the Virgin Mary, and 
that San Nicholas tweaked his noise, and that he 
woke and cotched \ia at it. 'Do you hear that?' 
says the sarjent. 'Faith and I do,' says Jerry; 
'but sorrow the silly-bull do I understand at all, 
at all. All I know of the matter is, that we were 
passing by and heard the poor jontleman hollaing; 
so we ran io, and thinking he'd got the cramp in 
the stomach, I rubbed his eminence a little; when 
the ungrateful fellow knocked me down, and 
threw himself on the top of the outside of me, and 
I'm almost mumm'd to a jammy — arrah, no, 
jumm'd to a mammy— och, botheration, it's 
jamm'd to a mummy I mane.' — ^'But whaf s that 
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ropet' said the sarjent, pointing to it. ^Oli, the 
sinner,' sajs Jerry, 'and sure he was going to 
hang himself but didnH like ii; faith, but it's all 
plain enough now, Mr. Saijent, and by the pow- 
ers we've saved his life.' 

^'However, your honour, they marched us off 

to the guard-house, Jerry and I; and there we 

staid till nK>rning light, like the babes in the 

wood, our hearts bateiog the tattoo all the time^ 

• ( fer we'd no great relish to the mines for life. But, 

joy belide the friar; he made it all out to be a 

miracle, and so we were released for the honour 

' of San Nicholas, in spite of the thwacks he got in 

his corporation, that would have held a whole 

bench of bishops; and so the colours hang there 

. till this time, your honour, unless they've taken 

them down since.* Happy enough were we to 

get out of that, and they said the friar would be 



♦ This too I have found to be correct. They had not been 
taken down a short time since, and the Spaniards were ex- 
tremely proud of the trophies. The damage ^one by the Bri- 
tish artillery to the churches and steeples was promptly re- 
paired; but the spots where the shot struck were painted 
black, and in some instances the shot themselres were left 
remaining in the walls. The Spaniards execrated the name 
of Whitelocke, and expressed great disgust whenever it was 
mentioned. As a set-off against this, a friend informs me 
that, in several houses at Buenos A3npes, he saw framed upon 
the walls the series of British engravings of the Battle of 
Trafalgar, Death of lielson, &c. 
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ctmnanized'j but Jerry swore thej should ram him 
into a mortar, or marry hhn to the gunner's 
daughter, before he would go colour-staleing 
again, with a vengeance to it." 

I left the old man with a promise of visiting 
Him again; and in a few months afterwards, be- 
ing in the same part of the country, I strolled to- 
wards his usual resort — the village green. There 
was no busy bum of voices — ^nO cheering laugh, 
or infantile prattle; the grass grew as luxuriant 
as ever, but the children were listlessly scattered 
about, as if they had lost the common tie which 
once had bound them together: — the veteran 
was no more. In a corner of the churchyard, 
below a time-shattered elm, was a turf-raised 
mound, and beneath it lay the mouldering re- 
mains of poor Pat. It was a lonely spot, and the 
viUagers took delight in keeping it clear from 
weeds. A few wild flowers blossomed around, 
and some rustic had carved a rude memorial on 
a slab of wood. There were guns and swords 
neatly cut at the top, and underneath was cy- 
phered a plain P. M. Below these letters appear- 
ed this simple elegy, — 

191 AolliCet*8 6rrabe. 

It was enough, and its language spoke more 
closely to the heart than all the pompous eulogies 
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which deck the monumental urn, or sculptured 
tomb. It was indeed a soldier's ^rave, and a sain 
lor's tear was shed upon it 



THE END. 
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In Three Volames, 12mo. 

JAC9B FAI.THFULj 

oiClife on the water, 

COMPLETE. 

By ihe Aathor of « Pstbb Simple," « King's Own," dee* 

" It is replete with amofleiiieiit and oddity. Poor Jacob was bom on the 
water. * It was,* says be, * in a floating sort of a box, called a lighter, and 
upon the rlVer Thames, that I first smelt the mud.' " — Baltimore OaiUU* 

** Equal in merit to Peter Simple, and perhaps even more entertaining, 
are the adventures of Jacob Faithful, another of the whimsical ereationa 
of Captain Marryatt's prolific brain.**— SUicrdajf Courier, 

*'It is AiU of character and incident, and will, we doubt not, be a tini* 
▼enal favourite.**— Zct. Oat, 



In Three ValanMB, 12ma. 

• PETER SIMPLE; 

OR, ADVENTURES OP A MIDSHIPMAN. 

COMPLETE. 

By the Author of the "Kiws's Owf," "Natal Oificse," dee. 

** The quiet humour which pervades the work is in^istibly amusing, 
and the fund of anecdote and description which it contains, entertaining. 
The humour sometimes approaches to downright burlesque, and the inci- 
dent to extravagance, if not improbability; but, altogether, as a book of 
amusement, it is excellent.'* — BaiUmoro Cfaxetu, 

*' Those who are the most eompetent to Judge, say that Captain Manryatt 
is altocether saperiiMr to aiqr other writer of naval sketcbea or deacrip- 
lions, living or dead.**— A*. T. OmsMreio/ Jtdvortiter. 

** This is the best work that Captain Marryatt has prodttoed.**-*vft£B«. 

**^* Peter Simple* is certainly the most amusing of Captain Manyatt^ 
amusing novels ; a species of picture quite unique ; a class hy tbemaelTii^ 
fill! of humour, truth, and graphic sketches.**— Xiterary Odtetu, 

** This is an admirable work, and worthy of the noble service it ia writ 
tea to iUustrat*^— Aisetetsr 
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THE NAVAL OFFICER; 

OR, SCENES AND ADVENTURES IN THE LIFE 

OF FRANK MILDMAY. 

By the Author of - PrnB Simpli," *< Thi Kite's Owv,** etc. 

**Tliii ii tbe moft leaiiiaii-like eompositioii that has yet iamied from the 
■8. We reeomnead it to all who * live at home at ease/ and need 
roely aay, that no man«of-wari man ahould remain an boor withoaC it.** 



The following beautiAil and judieioiu eompliment to the feniue of Ca^ 
tain Man^att, author of the Naval Oflteer» is from the pen of Mr. Bulwer, 
who, it will be acknowledced, is no inexperienced or unobservinf critic : 

** Far remote from the eastern and the voluptuous— from the visionary 
and refining— from the pale colouriog of drawing-room life, and the subtle 
delicacies of female sentiment and wit, the genius of Captain Marryatt 
embodies itself in the humour, the energy»tbe robust and masculine vigour 
of bustling and actual existence ; it has been braced by the sea breoea ; 
It walks abroad in the mart of busy men, with a firm step and a cheerful 
and healthy air. Not, indeed, that he is void of a certain sentiment, and 
an intuition into the more hidden sources of mental interest; but these 
are not his forte, or his approfMriate element. He is best in a rich and 
various humour— rich, for there is nothing poor or threadbare in his ma- 
terials. Hii characters are not, as Scott's, after all, mere delineations of 
one oddity, uttering the same eternal phraseology, firom the ' prodigioua* of 
Dominie Sampson, to 'provant* of Major Dalgetty— a laughable, but some- 
what poor invention : they are formed of compound and complex character- 
tetics. and evince no trifling knowledge of the metaphysics of social life.'' 



In Two Yolumes, ISkno. 

THE KING'S OWN; 

A TALE OF THE SEA. 

Bj the Author of << The Natal Otfigxb/' « Pxtsb Sixrax," etc 

** An excellent novel.**— JEdindtrj Mniem, 

** Captain Marryat may uke his place at the head of the naval novelSfts 
of the day.**— <7nt<ed Scrvics Jeamc/. 

**The adventofeaof the hero, through bold and stirring scenes, lose not a 
iot of their interest to tlM last, while the naval descri^ions of sights and 
deeds on shipboard may be compared with any similar production of which 
we have any knowledge.*'— wtttes. 

** A very remarkable book, friU of vigour, and characterised by incadenta 
of perfeet originality, both as to conception and treatment. Few persona 
will take up the book without going fairly through it to tbe catastrophe, 
which startles the reader by its unexpected nature.**— iatervry CUueiU, 

** Replete with cenins. The work will go fhr permanently to fix tbe 
name of Captain Marryat among the most popular and sucoesafyil writers 
of fiction of the age.**— Afiz ArUg't BHtodfrnmoL -. 

** A work, perhaps, not to be equalled in tbe whole round of romance, 
for the tremendous power of its descriptions, for the awf^lness of its sub- 
Jeets, and for the brilliancy and variety of the colours with which they 
are painted.*' 
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THE PACHA OF MANY TALES. 
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ADVENTURES OP 

JAPHET IN SEARCH OF HIS FATHEit 

Bj the Author of" Jacob Fatthfux," « Kive's Owv,** dw. 
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TOM CRINGLE'S LOG. 

COMPLETE. 
▲ MEW EDRION, REVUBO AND COBRBCTBD. 
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' Hie scenei are chiefly nautical, and we can safely eay that no author 
of the jMreeent day, not even excepting oar own Ckx>per, haa ■urpaiaed hia 
in hia element.'*— C71 & Oautu. 
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'The eketchea are not only replete with entertainment, bot uieAil, at 
aflbrdiag an accurate and vivid description of scenery, and of life andk^ 
manners in the West Indies.**— JEfostow Traveller. 

** We think none who have read this work will deny that the author ia 
the best nautical writer who has yet appeared. He is not Smollett, he ia 
not Cooper ; but he is fer superior to them both.'*— ilevfm Tr^uuer^ 

** The scenes are chiefly nautical, and are described in a style of beauty 
and interest never surpassed by any writer.**— JBaUimor» Chuttu. 

** The author has been Justly compared with Cooper, and many of hia 
aketches are in feet equal to any from the pen of our celebrated country- 
man." — Saturday Evening Post. 

** A pleasant but a marvellously strange and wild amalgamation of wa- 
ter and earth is 'Torn Cringle;* Aill of quips and cranks, and toils and 
pranks. A fellow of fun and talent is he, with a prodigious taste for 
yams, long and short, old and new; never, or but seldom, carrying more 
aail than ballast, and being a most delightful companion, both by land and ' 
sea. We were fascinated with the taleb^ of Tom when we met him in 
our respected contemporary from the biting north. His Log was to us like 
a wiki breeze of ocean, fresh and health-giving, with now and then a daSh 
of the tearful, that summoned the sigh from our heart of hearts; but now 
that the yarns are collected and fe.iriy launched, we hail them as a source 
of much gratification at this dull season. Tom Cringle and a Gkristmaa 
Jire I may v>eU join in the ehorua <if ' Begone, dull care P — The * Quenching 
of the Torch' is one of the most pathetic descriptions we ever read. 'The 
* Scenes at Jamaica' are full of vigour. As a whole, we have no hwitation 
in pronouncing *The Log* the most entertaining book of the season. 
There has been a sort of Waverley mystery thrown over the authorship 
of these charming papers; and though many have guessed the author, yet 
we take unto ourselves the credit of much sagacity in imagining that we 
only have solved the enigma :— there are passajores in 'Torn Criilgle' th^t 
we believe no living author except Professor Wilson himself could write, 
tnaUhee efpure^ eoMUed, and poetic feeling, so truly JVilseniant that wepon- 
eUed thorn as lee read oi^^and said^ There he is agaiUy and again^ and again; 
to Uio very last chapter.^*— JiTsw Monthly Magaiine. 
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Bj the AuUior of « Tax Cmisou's Lov." 



In Two y<^imies, 12mo. 

THE MAN-OF-WAR'S-MAN. 

9/ the Author of « Tax Cbivom's Log." 

*No stories of adventures are more exciting than those of seamen. The 
itn of Tom Cringle^s Loc is tlie most popular writer of tbat class, and 
those eketcbes collected not long since into a volume by the same pubHdi^ 
ere, in Qus city, were universally read. A large edition was soon ez>\ 
hansted. The present is, we believe, an earlier production, and has many 
of the same merits.'*— AiMsMre Gfcustts. 
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THE PORT ADMIRAL; 

A TALE OF THfi 8EA. 

Bj the Author of ** Catskbisb.^ 
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%-J '^ In Two Yoluniea, 12mo. 

YES- X)F THE ENGLISH PIRATES. 
HIGHWAY-MEN, AND ROBBERS. 

BT CHARLES WHITEHEAD. 

"These are truly entertaining volumes, fraught with anecdote, and 
akmiBdiBgia extraordinary adventures."— JVava^ and JH^tarjf Gaxettt. 



hk Two Volumee, 12iiie. 

CAVENDISH; 

OR, THE PATRICUN AT SEA. 

T%e f^Uavdng Notice is from the pen of Mr, Btdwer, 

** Hie peculiar characteristics of Captain Marryatt are shared by some 
of his nautical brethren ; and the author of * Cavendish* has evinced much 
ability and very vigorous promise in the works tbat bave issued from his 
pen." 

•* We should find it very difficult to be very angry wUh the 'Patrician,' 
even if he had fifty times his real number of faults, on account of the 
jovial, easy, reckless, ofiT-band style of character that seems to belong 
to him. Our sea portraits multiply so fest, and advance so rapidly in ex- 
<eellence, that we become fostidious, and insist upon a likeness where 
^rmerly we were contented with a caricature. * Cavendish* partakes of 

^th Into these thousand or rather ten thousand scrapes, we cannoj; 

loUow him, but the reader may, much to his advantage. The Navariao 
narrative, in particular, will be read with an interest proportioned to the 
ilruth and spirit with which it is told."— A'ew MmUUv Magasin^. 
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New and cheap Edition, in Two Voloniesi 12mo., of the 

MEMOIRS OF VIDOCQ, 

THE CELEBRATED AGENT OF THE FRENCH FOUCE. 

** But it is not our province or intention to enter into a discussion ofthe 
veracity of Vidoeq's Memoirs : be tliey true or false ; were they purely 
ftction from tbe first chapter to the last, they would, A'om fertility of in- 
vention, knowledge of human nature, and ease of style', rank only second 
to the novels of Le Sage. The first volume is perhaps more replete with 
interest, because the hero is the leading actor in every scene; but ift the 
•iubsequent portions, when he gives the narrative of others, we cannot but 
admire the power and graphic talent of the author. Sergeant Bellerose is 
scarcely inferior to the Sergeant Kite of Farquhar; and the episodes of 
Court and Raoul, and that of Adt'le d'Escars, are surpassed in description, 
depth of feeling, and pathos, by no work of romance with which we are 
acquainted." 

From the Boston Travdler, 

** McMoiRS or ViDOCQ. — He who reads this book, being previously unae 
qaainted with the mystery of iniquity, will find himself introduced at 
once into a new world : but it is a world which must be known only to 
be avoided. Never before was such a mass of depravity opened to the 
mind of inquiry in a single volume. It was well said by Byron, " truth 
is strange, stranger than fiction." Whoever passes through the details of 
this singular exposition, supposing it to contain correct delineations of 
fact, will be satisfied ofthe justness of this remark. 

** The details of the varied 8<9|tnes through which he has passed in pri- 
vate and public life, surpass all the creations of fancy, and all the deline- 
ations of fact, from the wonderful relations of the Arabian Nights to' the 
renowned exploits of Mr. Lemuel Gulliver; and from the extraordinary 
sufferings and escapes of the celebrated Baron Trenck to the still more 
marvellous exploits of tbe famous Mr. Thomas Thumb. 

** It would seem, on following this singular writer through his adven- 
tures, as if all the crimes of which human nature is capable, all the hor- 
rors of which the universe has heard, all tbe astoninhing incidents wbick 
history can develope or imagination portray, all the cool-blooded malice 
ofthe assassin, and all the varied machinations of the most ingenious and 
systematic practitioners in the school of vice, in all its varied depart- 
ments, had been crowded into the life of a single individual, or come 
beneath his cognizance. The lover of mystery, who deliffhts to " sup upon 
horrors," the a^irer of romance, who is pleased with the heightened pic- 
tures of the most fanciful imagination, and the inquirer into the policy 
of crime and its prevention, may here have their utmost curiosity satiated. 
' " Vidocq, during the early portion of his life, was personally initiated 
into all the mysteries of crime, and becoming afterward a pardoned man, 
and an active and successful agent of the French police in the city of Paris, 
"girt with its silent crimes," as well as its tumultuous depravities, be- 
comes a fit person to delineate its scenes of vice, depravity, and guilt. 
His work is a study for the novelist, the annalist, tbe {riiilosopher, and the 
Christian. But it is a work which should be read with a guarded mind ; 
with a disposition to profit by its lessons, and to avoid scenes which have 
little enjoyment, and which invariably end in misery." 
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THE HAMILTON S. 

By the Author of *< Mothirs avd DAveHtBRS." 

"This is a fashionable novel, and ofthe highest grade.**— Atkenmim, 
*' Mrs. Gore is undeniably one ofthe wittiest writers ofthe present day. 
*The Ham'tltons' is a moat lively, clever, and entertaining work.**— IdLOtu 
"The design ofthe book is new, and tbe execution excellent."— Jlxasi. 
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FIRST AND LAST. 

By ^ Autbor^ ** Fits Niomrs ov Brt, Albaxb,** 



In Two y olomefl, tftmo. 

A YEAR AT HARTLEBURY. 

BY CHERRY AND FAIR-STAR. 

**Moft pleiBant Cherry! most brilliant Pair-star I we hall ye andwel- 
eome ye both: agreeable and profitable wiU be the ecenee you paint.— 
We eoidially recommend * Hartlebury' to our friends, convinced that ott 
friends will be pleased and amused by its acuteness and variety.* ^JVM 
JtnUU9 Magadiu, 



In Two VolaniM, ISmo. 

THE WEST INDIA SKETCH-BOOK. 

*'11io iketcbea are worthy of George Cruikshank.**— O^oft*. 



In Three Volumes, Idma 

THE COQUETTE. 

By the Author of ** Missbrimub." 

'■*Tlie-* Coquette* is« most amusing library booK« Sweral of the cha- 
racters are exceedingly well drawn ; indeed, they are Obviously sketches 
from life, and there is a sparkling vivacitjlhroiigfaout the whole work.** 
— « JVJw Mmthty JUagaxiM, 



In Two Volumes, 12mo. 

THE MISERIES OF MARRIAGE; 

OR, THE FAIR OF MAY PAIR. 
Bj the Author of " Piir Mokst," ^^c. 

** Mrs. Gore certainly stands at the head of the female novelists of the 
day. But we subjoin the opinion of Mr. Bulwer."— J7. 5. tiatetu. 

** She is the consummator of that undefindble species of wit, which we 
Should call (if we did not know the word might be deemed offensive, in 
wln<^ sense we do not mean it) the slang of good society. 

** But fewipeople ever painted, with so felicitous a hand, the scenery of 
worldly life, without any apparent satire. She brings before you the hoi- 
lowness, the mancsuvres, and the intrigues of the world, with the bril« 
liancy^ sarcasm, but with the quiet of simple narrative. Her men and 
women, in her. graver' tales, are of a noble and costly clay; their objects 
are great ; their minds are large, their passions intense and pure. She 
walks upon the stage of the -wozldof fashion, and her characters, have 
grown dwarfed as if by enchantment. The air of frivolity has blighted 
their stature ; their colours ai-e pale and languid ; they have no generous 
ambition ; they are little people / they are fine people I This it is that makes 
her novel of our social life so natural, and so clear a transcri^ o£«t]ie 
original '*—Th» AtUhor <tfPeihain. 
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In One Volume, 12mo. 
SOMJi PASSAGES IN THE LIFE OF 

SIR PUMPKIN FRIZZLE, K. C. B. 

AND OTHER TALES. 

'* Decidedly one-of tbe most amusing productions of the year. In addi* 
tlon to tbe adventures of Sir Fun^kint Uiere are several capital alociet, 
irtucli cannot foil to be popular." 



In Two Yolames, I2mo. 

ADVENTURES OP GILBERT GURNEY. 

BY THEODORE HOOK, 

Anther of '^ Satism ahu Doism." 



In 'One Yolnme, ^Sve. 

MEMOIRS OF THE 

BEAUTIES OF THE COURT 

OF CHARLES THE SECOND. 
BY MRS. JAMESON. 

Author of " DlABT of ah EhNUTXV," " CsABACTBrnUTIOB 

OF WoMEir," &C. 

** New work.— Messrs. CareyA: Hart, Philadetpfaia, have in press a popa- 
'lar book, *Tlie Beaiiiies of theCourt of King Charles the Second,* written 
by Mrs. Jameson, ¥^ose father had been employed by the princess Char- 
lottc.to paint cabinet pictures of those too celebrated ladies. The princess 
died before they were comfdeted, and the consequence was, they were 
never paid for. The circumstances of the family required some use should 
be made of the paintings to produce a remuneration ; and Mrs. Jameson 
undertook the delicate task of the letter press, the portraits being engraved 
'in the highest style of art. The London copy costs about twenty>five dol- 
lars : the American edition will be an octavo without the portraits. Nell 
Owynn, the Duchess of Hamilton, dec. are not unknown characters in hii- 
Cory. Mis. Jameson has executed her department in a remarkably grace- 
ItaliaanJier.**— Jimmol «fBeUt$ L&Urta, 



In Two Volumes, 12mo. 
SYDENHAM; 

OR, MEMOIRS OF A MAN OP fHE WORLD. 

*<The work before us is one of the most powerful of its class ; it 'beara 
intrinsic evidence of a new writer. The portrait of Brummel, the ' areli 
dandy,' is excellent , and all the scenes in which he is engnged are ma- 
naged with skill and tact. -There is, in finct, sufficient material in this.bqok 
for three or four novels.**-— JVeav Monthly Mxgnxint. 

** Each of these rohimes is in fhct a separate work— eac)i in a different 
style and spirit— «ach aspiring to a different fame in composition. *Sy- 
•denfaam* is a capital work, which, without the trouble of puffing, must 
uake a great sUr ia the upper and political circles."— £.ondon Lit. Oai, 
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By the Author of <' StdivhamJ 

'*Two most amusing and clever Tolumef, decidedly improveinenU on 
their predeceaiora. The great Gharheteristic of thia work ia its good aenae.** 
— LnCiom Idterarf Cfazetie, 

** Conceived and sicetched in the very sirfrit of Hogarth." — CntrUr. 

** Great strength of mind.-lcnowledge of the world, and acquaintanee 
with the higher circles of society, are visible in every page."— -CSktltmtkmm 
CkronicU. 



In Two Volumes, ISma 

TRAVELS IN VARIOUS PARTS 

OF PERU; 

INCLUDING A TEAR's RESIDENCE IN P0T08I. 

By Edkuhd Tsmpls, Kt. of the Royal and distingaiahed Order 

of Chabus IIL 

** These travels in Peru will long maintain their reputation for the ac« 
curacy of detail, the spirit of the style, and the utility of the information 
they contain. The professional matter is very valuable."— J?iiitoer*« JVeas 
Montkljf Magazine. 

** There is much to instruct, and a great deal to amnse. Amid the de* 
tails of personal adventures, there is a great deal of abrewd and strong ob- 
servation." — LtndoM, MonUUy Magaskna. 

** We have met with no volumes of travels in that country with which, 
apon the whole, we have been so much pleased as the one before us." — 
Baltimore OaxeUe, 

** This is an instructive and entertaining wbrk."-nJV)UlOTia/ G^uOe. 

"This book is one of the most entertaining that has been issued from 
the press for some time."— />«a}W|ffoan>a Ja^ airer. 



fn Two Volumes, 12ma 

RECORDS OF TRAVELS 
IN TURKEY, GREECE, &c. 

IN THE YEARS 1829, 1830, AND 1831; 

AND OF A CRUISE ^ THE BLACK 8BA, WITH TOT CAPTAIN PASHA. 

BY ADOLPHUS SLADE, Esq. 
" One of the most valuable and interesting works which has yet been 
placed in our hands, on th<i domestic sute of Turkey.*"— JMmtA/y Bniew. 

** We do not know when we have met with two voluines more amusing 
—they are full of highly entertaining and curious matter."— Cbari y^ar. 

*' The work before us supplies the best description of this remarkable 
nation.**— Oncrisr. 

" One of the most amusing and interesting of oriental Uavellers, none 
having ever equalled him in a thorough knowledge of the true stata of 
society, and the true character of the Turks."— ^fctotor. 

" We can warmly recommend this book for perusal, it is not only very 
amusing but wery valuable.*'— Jfstrowrfitow. ^ * ^ ^^ 
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Id Two Volumes, 12mo. 

TRAITS AND STORIES OF THE 

IRISH PBASANTRY 

FIRST BERI£S. 

' ** Admirable— truly, intensely Irish : never were the outraf eoua whimai- 
calitiea of that strange, wild, imannative people so characteristically de* 
scribed ; nor amidst all the ftin, frolic, and folly, is there any dearth of 
poetry, pathos, and passion. The author *s a Jewel.*'— Oto^^ov JoumaL 

** To those who have a relish for ^ few tit-bits of ro/s Irish story-tell- 
inx, — whether partaking of the tender or the facetious, or the grotesque,— 
leftheui purchase these characteristic sketches.** — Sheffield Iri». 

" The sister coontxy has never furnished such sterling genius, such irre- 
jiifltibly-humoroaa^yat fhithfUl sketches of character among the lower ranks 
of Patlandera, as are to be met with in the pages of thrae delightftil vo- 
lumes.**— Prists/ JoummL 

" This is a capital book, ftiH of fun and humour, and most character* 
Utically Uyat.''—M^ MnUhl^ Magazine, 

'> Neither Miss Edgeworth, nor the author of the O'Hara Tales, could have 
written any thing more power Ail than thin,**— -Edinbfurgh Literary QaxgUe, 

fn two Volumes, 13mo. 

TRAITS AND STORIES OF THE 

IRISH PEASANTRY. 

THIRD SERIES. 

** This work has been most extravagantly praised by the English critics : 
and several iBXtiiicts ftom it have been extensively pujblished m our news, 
papers, it is altogether a better work than any of the kind which has 
yet appeared — ^reptte with humour, both broad and delicate — and with 
.occasional touches of pathos, which have not been excelled by any writer 
of the present day. An Btiinburgh critic says that * neither Miss Edge- 
worth, nor the author of the O'Uara tales, could nave written any thing 
more powerful than this.* ^—BaUimore American, 

^^■■"^■■"•^ 

In two Volumes, 12ma 

PIN MONEY; 

BT MR<S. CHARLES GORE; 

AuthorcM of " HvveiBiAif Tales," « Polish Tales," etc 

"Her writings have that originality which wit gives to reality, and wit 
is the great characteristic of her pages.**— .0»<w«r*jtJV«i»Ji»iitAiy JdagaxLne, 

" Light spirited and clever, the characters are drawn with truth and 
snigonr. Keen in observation, lively in detail, and with a peculiar and 
piquant style, Mrs. Charles Gore gives to the novel that charm r^hioh 
makes the fliscination of the best French memoir writers.**— Lon^fM Zi^ 
rory Qa%etU» 



MEW WORKS PUBLISHED BT 



In Two Volumefly ISma 

THE S T A F F-0 F F I C E R, 

OR, THE SOLDIER OF FORTUNE. 

A TALE OF REAL LIFE. 

** Tte w«b of lift if of a mingled yarn, good and ill together ; our Tir- 
tiMi would be proud if our Aulu whipped them not, and our crimes would 
diipuir if they were not cherinhed by our virtnee.** 

BT OI.lV^E MOOEB. 

** Wn an prepared to admit that our extracts do not do Justice to the 
work : the writer's power is in discriminating/esMlt diaraeter ; but as he 
jndicionsly makes it develope itself by incidect, to illustrate this would 
require scenes and paces to be transforred to our columns. As a whole, 
this novel will be leaa with interest : it is light and pleasant ; with many 
very natural seenee, many excellent and well-drawn characters, and witlh 
out one line or word of aflbetatton or pretence.**— yftftsuMMn. 

**'niis is a most entertaining work: it is written with ^leat spirit, de- 
gance, and candour. The dehneation of character (particularly that of 
many distinguished indiyiduals oAeially connected with Ireland during 
the Fitt administration) is skilftiUy and vividly drawn ; and the mnlti&- 
rions incidents— several of which are of a highly ^acirt description- 
are given with a tact and delicacy crediuUe to the Judgment and talent 
of the author. We can say with truth, that we have fhuly gone through 
this tale of real lilb without being cloyed or wearied for a siiu;le moment ; 
but that it excited, and kept up, an interest in our minds which fbw vo- 
lumes desigiied for mere amusement have been able to inspire.**— wBriif A- 



In Two Vbliime^ Iteo^ 

MOTHERS AND DAUGHTERS. 

** The best novel of the season— a Ikithflil, exact, and withal spirited 
picture of the aristocracy of this country— an admiraMe description of 
what is called high life, and fliU of a more enlarged knowle^ of human 
nature.**— j^eetetor. 

** A very lively and amusing panorama of actual life.**— Lit OsMttfc 



In one Volnine, ISmoii 

CARWELL, 

By Mrs. Sheridan, Author of «< Aims and ENDb." 

** A story which for minute fidelity to truth, for high tragic conception, 
both of plot and char^ter, has few equals in modem fiction.** 

*'But everywhere you see that rarest of all literary beauties, n beta* 
UAil mind— an intimate persuasion of the fine and great tiuths of tiin 
human heart— a delicate and quick perception of the love*y and the horn 
—an intellea that profits by experience, and a disposition which **■ 
experience cannot corrupt.**— rA< Jiutkor qf Psttasi. 
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In one Volume, 12mo. 

THE GENTLEMAN IN BLACK. 

** It if very clever and very enteitainSng— replete with ideManiiy and 
hamour: quite as imaginative as any German diablerie, and (kr mors 
amusing than most productions of its class. It is a very whimrical and 
well devised Jen d*esprit.**— Xitfrary Gazette. 



In Two VQlume% ISmo. 

THE INVISIBLE GENTLEMAN. 

By the Author of « Chabtut,** " Thb Fatalist/' etc. etc 
** It is a novel wbieli may be termed tbe whftaisieally sapenataraL**— 

** The present narrative is one of the most entertaining fictions we have 
met with for a lone time ; the idea is very original, and brought into play 
with a lively air of truth, which gives a dramatic reality even to the sa- 
pernatttral."— Zjterary OuxetU. 

** The adventures follow each other with delightAil rapidity and variety ; 
occasionally there is a deep and thrilUng touch of pathos, which we feel 
not a bit the less acutely, beeauss the trouble and wo of the parties have 
originated m the familiar and somewhat laughable act of pulling an ear.** 
—Onrt MMgadne. 



In one Volume, ISmoii 

LEGENDS AND TALES OF IRELAND 

BT SAMTTEL LOVEB. 



In Two Volumes, 12ma 

FIVE NIGHTS OF ST. ALBANS. 

**Some man of talent has taken up the old story of the Wandering Jew, 
to try what be could make of a new version of it. He has succeeded in 
composing as pretty a piece ot diablerie as ever made candles burn blue at 
midnight. The horrors otDer Freieehutz are mere child's play compared 
with the terrors of tbe Old Man or the demon Amaimon ; and yet all the 
thinking and talking portion of the book is as shrewd and slmrp as tbe 
gladiatorial dialogues of 8hakspeare*s comedies.**— SjpeetetM*. 

** A romance, called the * Five JiTights of 8t, Mbane* has Just appeared^ 
which combines an extraordinary power of description with an enchain- 
ing interest. It is Just such a romance as wb should imagine Martin, the 
paintec would writn ; and, to sa^ the truth, the description of supernatu- 
ral eflbcCs i»||^ book, iUl very little short in their operation upon difler- 
ent senses ofifie magical illosions of the talented artist.**— JivAii BulL 
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NEW WORKS PUBLISHED BY 



■auui 



In Two Volumes, l2ino. 

THE CONTRAST 

A NOVEL. 
By Ba«i Mulobate, Author of" Matilda," « Yis akd No," etc. 

** * Tes and No* contained the best tableaux of actual— human— English 
society in the nineteenth century, of any novel we know of. The sanae 
characteristics that distinguished the most agreeable novel are equally 
remarkable in iU successors.**— £«/«0«r'« JVeio MontUj/ Magazine. 

*• 'Contrast* cannot fail to prove interesting."- Cffiwt Journal. 

**Tkese volumes possess the rather uncommon merit of a very inter- 
esting story. The design is to paint a man wUose strong feelings are 
curbed by an over-fastidiousness— what the French so happily term on- 
homme dA&eile"— London Idterary Oazette, 

*' Messrs. Carey and Elart have republished, in two neat volumes. Earl 
Mulgrave*s novel of the * Contrast,* w^ ich has been so favourably received 
in bngland. It is said to be one of *iie best novels of the kind, that baa 
issued from the press for years.'* — Tniladelphia Inqvirer. 

** *■ Pelham,* and ' Tes and No,* are perhaps the only paintings of the |Hre« 
sent time which are drawn witt the accuracy of knowledge, and the viva- 
city Qt talent. Were we to be asked by a foreigner to recommend those 
novels which, founded on truth, gave the most just delineation of the higher 
classes in England, it is to the above mentioned works we should refer 
The present volumee, however, are an infinite imprwement on timr predeees 
9or.'*^Jjondon literary Gazette. 

In One Voluine, 8vo. 

MEMOIRS OF MARSHAL NET, 

compiled from PAPSilS IN THE P0B8E8SI0N OF HIS FAMILY. 

The work has been put togetlier nnder the direction and management 
of the Duke of Elchingen, Marshal Ney's second son, who has affixed his 
■ignature to every sheet sent to press. 

" They may be regarded as the Ney Papers, connected togetlier by aa 
interesting biography; the anecdotes with which they are interspersed 
have plainly been collected with great pains from ail the early friends of 
that illustrious warrior."— jBtecAicwxT* Magazine. 

' "The memoirs before us are founded upon the papers and donmients 
which he left behind him at his death, consisting of anecdotic hnd bio- 
graphical fragments, accounts of his divers missions and campaigns* and 
the substance of many extraordinary secrets intrusted to him as a gene- 
ral and a statesman. All these materials throw great light upon the history 
of the French empire, as the details given in the memoirs possess tiie 
strongest interest.*'— P«n?w]f^nta Inquirer. 

In Two Volumes, 12mo. 

THE BLACK WATCH. 

BY T. PICKEN. 

By the Aatlior of the « Doxivix's Lbciact." 

**OBe of the most owerfiil and oatbetie fictions which bavt rwSBtly 
appeared.**— Timet. 
U 
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In Two YolumeB, 12iiio. 

ALLEN BRECK. 

BY 6LEIG. 
Author of the ** Subaltxsit." 
Tbe moft itriking production of Mr. Gleig.**— -17. 8. JaumaL 
•* One of tbe moat poweiAil and bi<Uy wrouglit tales we ever read.**- 
EMnburg^ Review, 

In Two YolumeB, 12mo. 

ROMANCE OF ANCIENT HISTORY 

EGYPT. 

** One of tbe beit produetioni of the present day.**— Atao MaiMlfi 



In One Volume, 12mo. 

LIFE OF A SUB-EDITOR- 



In Two Yolames, 12mo. 

THE OXONIAN; 

01^ SKETCHES OP SOCXETT AT OXFORD. 



In Two Yolumeifi 12mo. 

NIGHT S-A T-M E S a 



In Two Volumes, 12m0. 

LIFE OF A SOLDIER. 

BY A FIELDOFFICEB. 

** A narrative of twenty -seven years' service in various parts of the 
world, possessing all tbe interest of tbe wildest fiction.**— Ami. 



In One Volume, 12mo. 
BIOGRAPHY OP EXTRAORDINARY PAINTERS. 

By the Author of " Vathbk." 



THE HIGHLAND SMUGGLERS. 

BY J. B. FRAZER. 

Author of the ** Kuzzilbash.'* 
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NEW WORKS PUBLISHED BT 



SKETCHES ON IRISH HIGHWAYS. 

BY BfRS. S. C. HALL, 
Author of " Skxtghxs of Ikuh CfEABACTsm." 



In Two YolaiiiM, 12iiio. 

THE PURITAN'S GRAVE. 

By the Author of the ** Usubbb's Baushtxb." 

** If wa were to point out one romance of tbe day which more than an- 
other would become a Christian pastor to write, it is this last production 
of Mr. ScargiU's. It is written in a subdued and gentle spirit of il&ith and 
charity. It is pregnant with unaffected piety: passion there is not in it ; 
bat there is this presence of a quiet and deep love ; that blessed spirit 
walks, breathes, and has its being throughout the whole book. . . .TIm 
reader must be prepared for the absence of exciting events ; his mood must 
be in harmony with the work : he must read idowly, pencil in hand, to 
nark the holy and eloquent passages that occur. He must consider him- 
ielf reading a tale which, without the pedantry of a preacher, is suffused 
with the spirit of some beautiful homily. He will feel, as he proceeds, no 
Tery exciting interest ; no hurried emotion : but when he has closed the 
last pace, he will find his soul insensibly soothed, and, as it were, drit* 
KcnixM ovier.**->7^ AtAkor ^f Pelha'm. 



In Two Yolomes, 12mo. 

THE BABOO; 

AND OTHER TALES DESCRIPTIVE OF S0CIET7 IN INDIA. 

** The Baboo is not only an interesting novel, but a clear and clever 
sketch of society in Calcutta. The writer has been trained in a good 
■chool ; there is an impress of truth throughout, which shows that the au- 
thor was drawing from nature, not from fhncy.**— ifi^eeta(4»r. 

" We conscientiously and heartily recommend this very superior work 
to the notice of the public. It is a delightful Indian companion to the Don 
Uuixote of Spain, the Gil Bias of France, and the Hajji Baba of Persia ; 
and quite equal to them all.** 

** This work is second to none in graphic powers. The Baboo himself !■ 
a perfect study. It is founded on facts, and true to nature ; and altogether 
a work of no common order."— JUMrDpo/ttan 



IN TUPJUUTIon, 

THE GIFT; 

A CHRISTMAS AM) NEW TEAR*S PRESENT, 

FOR 1836. 
Edited by Miss Lxsub, author of <i Pxbcil SKBTCHsa/' &e. 

The publishers have thepromise of articles from many of the moat pO]Ni- 
lar authors of the day. The ILLUSTRATIONS are in the hands of soma 
of the most eminent engravers, and no expense will be spared to render the 
work in every respect equal to the foreign productions of the sania cli 



e. L. CAREY AND A. HART. 



In Two Volumes, 12iiio. 

M A K A N N A; 

OR, THE LAND OF THE SAVAGE. 

** One <^ the most interesting and grapliic romances it has been our lot 
to read for many a yeBi"—Jitkenmum. 

** There was yet an untrodden land for the writer of fiction, and tbs 
author of * Makanna* is its discoyerer."— wftlM. 

** The narrative inchides some daring adventures which would make 
timid blood shudder at their magnitude. . . .This work abounds in interest, 
and is written in a style of great vigour and elegance.**— IF«eUy Tmts, 

« ** The work does not want to be invested with any fictitious intereirt ; 
nid the talent which is visible in its pages is its best recommendation to 
public fbLvaat.**—Mtmng Post, 

'* The attempt was a bold and hazardous one, but it has been fully we- 
eessfiiL We have rarely read a jHroduction of deeper interest— of in'^reat 
sustained fix>m the first page to the last. It has been conceived in a fine 
spirit ; the several characters are ably painted* . . .He is as much at home 
OB the ocean, and there are many scenes on ship-board equal to the best 
of the great sea-lord, the author of ' The Spy.* **— JVsw MmMf JWyrsRiM* 



In One Volume, 18mo. 

COLMAN'S BROAD GRINS. 

▲ Z7EW EDITION, WITH ADDITIONS. 

' ** * This is a little volume of the comic,* which we recollect to have 
laughed over many a time, in our boyish days^ and since. It is old standi 
ard ftuk— a eomic classic**— fofttsMrs Ouxttte: 



In One Volume, 12mo. 

THE LIFE OF DAVID CROCKETT, 

OF WEST TENNESSEE. 

WRITTEN BT HIMS£LF. 



In One Volume, 12mo. 

A SUBALTERN IN AMERICA; 

COMFBISIirft 

ms KASRATvm or the campaigns of the britkh abmt at baltiiiqu 

WASHINGTON, ETC. DUBING THE LATE WAR. 



In One Volume, 8to. 
SELECT SPEECHES OP 

OHN SERGEANT, 

OF PENNSYLVANIA. 
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NEW WORKS PUBLISHED BY 



IiiOaByotanie,lSa& 
THB PAINTER'S AND COLOURMAN'S 

COMPLETE GUIDE; 

B^K ft PfeftcCioal Twtitft on the Preparation of Coloun, and thearap' 
dS&ontoflie difleient kinds of ^^^i±,f^^%^P^I^^ 
diMilMd Ike wholbA&t of Haasm Paintino. Byr.f.'mm, 
rffifofCh^S^, Natu«l Hirtory, and Mto2^<«^m ^^ 
dentFofGene^ Fmt American, from the Anxi todea Edilwii, 
ooaieled and oflMiieiably iinproved by a practi^ 



hiOMVolmM^lSinfti 

PICTURE OF PHILADELPHIA; 

Or H Wef ftcwont of Ae vaiiowi inatitntionB and pubKc ^jocfti in to 
MetropolM, forming a Guide for Strangen, accompanied \jj a ww 
Plan of the cityTui a neat pocket volume. 

In Two Volmnes, lSmo» 

SICILIAN FACTS. 



In one Volnme, 8vo. 
THE AMERICAN 

FLOWER GARDEN DIRECTORY, 

ooHTAiviiia rmACTiOA.L maccnows rom ma ouKma 

or PliAim IH THB 

HOT-HOUSE, GARDEN-HOUSE, FL0WEIW5AKDEN, 
AND ROOMS OR PARLOURS, 

Pot e?ery aumtli in the year ; with a description of the planU most 
desirable in each, the natore of the soil and situaUon best adapted to their 
growth, the proper season fbr transplanting, 4ce.; instructions for erecting a 

HOT-HOUSE, GREEN-HOUSE, AND LAYING OUT A 

FLOWER^ARDEN. 

Also, table of soils most congenial to the plants contained in the work. 
The whole adapted to either large or small gardens, with lists of annaai^ 
biennieis, and ornamental shrubs, contents, a general index, and a froat* 
ispiece of Camellia Fimbriata. 

BY HIBBERT AND BUIST, 

EXOTIC KURSERYMBN AND FLOBIST& 
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A WHISPER 

TO A NEWLY-MARRIED PAIR. 

** Hail, wedded love 1 by nraeioai Heaven deiifB*d, 



V 



by nraeioai 
d glory of 



At onee Uw touice and glory of mankind. 

**Weaolieit the attention of oar readera to tbia pablication, aa one* 
thoofh nnall, of infinite valae."— JlaftiM«rfl Miiurp^ 

** * The Whisper* is fiiUy deaervina the eompliments beatowed apon it, 
and we Join heartily in reeommending it to our friendi, whether married 
or ■ingle-'-for mach uaeful instruction may be gathered from its pagea.*'-- 
Ladg*» Book. 

** The work eontains some oriainal suggestions that are Jast, and many 
ezeellent quotations ; some of her hints to the ladies should have been 
tokuporid in a tone too low to be overheard by the men.**— i>at/y Chroniele. 



In One Volume, 18mo. 
PRINCIPLES OF THE 

ART OF MODERN HORSEMANSHIP 

FOB LADIES AND GENTLEMEN. 
IN WHICH ALL THE LATE IMPROVEMENTS ARE APPLIED TO PRAOTIGB. 

• Translated from the French, by Danibl J. Dbskokb. 

TBb Art or Horsbmahship.^— This is the title of a neat little worb 
translated from the French of Mr. Lebeaud, by Daniel J. Desmond, Esq* 
of this city, and Just published by Carey & Hart. It gives tall and explicit 
directions for breaking and managing a horse, and goes into detail on the 
proper mode of mounting, the posture in the saddle, the treatment of the 
animal under exercise. Sec. An appendix is added, containing instructions 
for the ladies, in mounting and dismounting. 

The Philadelphia public are under obligations to Mr. Desmond for this 
translation, we have long needed a manaal of horsemanship, to correct 
the inelegant habits in which many of our riders indulge, and to produce 
uniformity in the art of equitation. We see daily in our streets, mounted 
men, who totter in their seats as if suflfering under an ague-fit ; othera 
who whip, spur, and rant, &s if charging an enemy in battle ; and again 
others, or sloveiriy habits, with cramped knoes, and toes projecting oat- 
wards, who occupy a position utterly devoid of every thing like ease, 
grace, or beauty. These thinp are discreditable to oar community, and 
earnestly do we hope, that this book wili have many attentive readers. 
^Philadelphia Oaxette. 

In One Volume, 12mo 

TWO HUNDRED RECEIPTS IN 

DOMESTIC FRENCH COOKERY. 
By Miss Lxblib, Author of the ** Ssyentt-fiys Rxcsipts." 

Price 50 cents. 

** * The SOO Receipts by Miss Leslie,' published by Carey and Hart of Phi 
ladelfrfiia, has been much praised, and we think deservedly. The selection 
of subjects made by the accomplished writer is of a most tempting and 
tasteful description, and we must do her the Justice to say, that she hag 
treated them in such an elo«)uent and forcible manner, as to raise in the 
minds of all disparaionate readers the moat tender and pleasurable asso- 
ciations. We commend her to the careful perusal and respect of all thrifty 
taooaewives.**— A'sw York Mirror. 
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ENGLISH EDITIONS, 



LANDSCAPE AND PORTRAIT ILLUSTRATIONS 

orTm 

WAVERLEY NOVELS. 

NEW EDITION; 

Containing one bnndred and twenty aupeib engraTinga. 

' TlM above work is complete in ttotnty-fffur numbers, and rapiiied at 
the moderate lurice of swentif-Jive emu p*r %%mbtr, Tbe former edition 
woAd ui dtmbU tJU pries. 



ILLUSTRATIONS OP THE POETICAL WORKS OF 

SIR Walter scott; 

In eight 8vo. Not. each eontaining five platea. Price 75 eenU per llf% 



FINDBN'S LANDSCAPE ILLUSTRATIONS 

OF THE LIFE AND WO&KS OF 

LORD BYRON.. 

Now complete in twenty-four numbers. Eacb number contains five bigbly 
finished engravings. Price 75 cents per number. 



THE GALLERY Of THE GRACES. 

Jait completed in twelve numbers, each containing three beautifully en* 
graved portraits. Price 75 cents per number. 



FINDEN'S BYRON BEAUTIES. 

Now publishing in monthly numbers, at 75 cents each. 
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PLEASURES OP MEMORY, 

AND OTHER POEMS. 

BY SAMUEL ROGERS 
With seventy-two plates — same style as " Italy." 



B. L. CARET AND A. HART. 



In One Volaine, 12kD0. 
CONVSRSATIONS 

ON VEGETABLE PHYSIOLOGY; 

OOXmUUHDIMO TBB MLMMmm OF BOTANT, WITH TBBR APTUOATIOIC 

TO ▲OftlOUibTUKB. 

By the Auflior of ** CovmaiTioirs ov CHsneraT," dec dec 

Adapted to the tue of sehools by 

J. If. BliAKBf A* Bf* 

Thiid Americui Edition, with eokmred pletea 



In Two Volumes, 8to* 

NATURE DISPLAYED 

IN HER MODE OF TEACHING LANGUAGE TO MAN ; 

BeiDj; a new and infidlible mediod of acqiuriog languages with un- 
paraUeied rapidity; deduced from the Analysis of the human Mind, 
and consequently suited to every capacity ; adapted to Ihe French, 

BY N. 6. DUFIEF. 

To which is prefixed a development of the author's plan of tuition : 
differing entirely from every other ; so ])Owerflil in its operation and 
so very economical, that a liberal educatbn can be aflRiided even to 
the poorest of mankind. 

EIGHTH EDITION, ENLARGED AND DfFROVElX 



In Two Volumes, 8va 

DUFIEF'8 SPANISH NATURE 

DISPLAYED. 



In One; Volume, 8va 
A NEW UNIVERSAL AND 

PRONOUNCING DICTIONARY 

OF THE FRENCH AND ENGLISH LANGUAGES 

Gontaming above Jifty thotutrnd terms and names not to be found in 
tbe Dictionaries of Bmrer, Perry, Nueent, &c&c.;to which is added 
a vast fund of other iomnnation equally beneficial and iostructive 

BY N. G. DUFIEF. 

A new Edition, revised and corrected by the Author. 
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NEW WORKS PUBLISHED B7 
In One Volume, 8vo. 

MATHEMATICS FOR PRACTICAL MEN | 

BBmo 
A COMMON-PLACE BOOK 

or PUMCIPUBS, THE0BXM8, SULX8 AIVD TABLI8| IN T1B1008 DEPlBTMBimor 

PURE AND MIXED MATHEMATICS, 

With their apiiliettioiit ; MpedAlly to the minaits of sarveyon, unhl- 
taeli, meebanict, and civil engineers. With nnmeroas engravinfi. 

BY OUNTHUS GREGORY. LLD., F.RJL& 

aoom nmnoM, corriotsb Am imfrovbd. 

Only let men awake, and fix tlieir eyes, one while on the natore of 
thing!* another while on the application of them to the nee and serriee 
of mankind.**— £«n( Awm 

Extrmet 1/ a LttUr from Waltsr B. Johmmii, Pr^»$$or tf Meeianieg and 
JinuurtU PMlMopkif in the rrankHn ImtitMU. 

** Thif treatise is intended and admirably calculated to supply the defl> 
eieney in the means of mathematical instruction to those who nave nei- 
ther time nor inclination to peruse numerous abstract treatises in the same 
departments. It has, besides the claims of a good elementary manual, the 
merit of embracing several of the most interesting and important departs 
meats of Mechanics, applying to these tlie rules and principles embraMd 
in the earlier sections or the work. 

** Questions in Statics, Dynamics, Hydrostatics, Hydro-dynamics, Sot. 
are treated with a clearness and precision which must increase the powers 
of the student over his own intellectual resources by the methodical habits 
which a perusal of such works cannot fail to impart. 

" With respect to Engineering and the various incidents of that im- 
portant profession, much valuable matter is contained in this volume ; and 
the results of many laborious series of experiments are presented with con- 
ciseness and accuracy." 

JAtUrfrom Albbrt B. Don, Prqfesa^ <f Malhamaties in th$ WUge tf 

Jfne Jer$ey. 

** Messrs. Cakbt & Hart, 

" Getitlemen— I am glad to learn that yon have published an American 
edition of Dr. Gregory's " Mathematics for Practical Men." I have for 
some time been acquainted with this work, and I esteem it highly. It 
contains the best digest, within my knowledge, of such scientific tacts and 
principles, involved in the subjects of which jt treats, as are susceptible of 
direct practical application. While it avoids such details of investigation 
and processes of mathematical reasoning as would render it unintelligible 
to the general reader, it equally avoids the sacrifice of precision in its 
statement of scientific results, which is too often made in popular trea- 
tisee upon the Mathematics and Natural Philosophy. The author has suc- 
ceeded to a remarkable degree in collecting such truths as will be found 
generally useful, and in presenting them in an available form to the prae- 
tical mechanic To such, the work cannot be too strongly recommended ; 
and to the student, too, it will often be found highly useful as a book of 
reference. 

*' With much respect^ 

** Your obedient servant, 

••ALBERT B.DpD, 

" Prtfenor of JlfotAemottes t» the College qf A>a9 Jsrsey. 

« PriaeeloB, Nov. U, ISSi." 
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JBctract 0/a Zett«r from Edwakb H. Courxbnat, Fr^uwr qf Mathtmatki 

in the Oniv9r$it§ tf Peknaylvania. 

** The detiga of tbe antlior— tbat of Airoialiiiig a valuaUa eollBetioa ttf 
rules and tfieoreais for the use of such as are unable, from the want of 
tiane aad previous preparation, to investigate matbematieal principles^ 
afyeais to have been very suecessftilly attained in the present volume. 
Tub information which it affords in various branches of the pure and 
mixed Mathematics embraces a great variety of subjects, is arranged con* 
venienily, and is in general conveyed in accurate and concise terms. To 
TH£ ENGINEER, THE ARCHITfiCT, THE MECHANIC—indeed to aU 
for whom rwtt/to are chiefly oecesBary— the work wtU donbtleti form « 
▼ery valuahie acquisition." 



In One Volume^ 12iiio. 

BQLMiltS LEVIZAC. 

A THEORETICAL AND PRAGTIOAL GRAMMAR 

OF THE 

FRENCH LANGUAGE; 

Ql WmCH THE niESENT USAGE IS DISPLAYED AGREEABLY TO THE 
DECISIONS OF THE FRENCH ACADEMY. 

BY M. DE LEVIZAC. 

With numerous corrections and improvements, and with the additimi 
of a comiriete treatise on the Oenders qf French Mintns; as also with the 
addition of all the French Verbs, both regular and irregular, coujugated 
affirmatively, negatively, and interrogatively. 

BT A BOUHAA. 

Author of « Kbt to Txi.xKAairs," « Fuasxs," dec* dec 



In One Yolmne, 8to. 

TEALE Ojsr JSTEURALGIC DISEASES. 

A TREATISE 

ON NEURALGIC DISEASES, 

DEPENDENT DFON IBBITATION OF THE SPINAL MABBOW AND GANGUA OV 

THE SYMPATHETIC NERYE. 

BY THOMAS PRID6IN TEALE, 

Member qf the Royal CeUege ef Surgeima in Lenden, of the Royal Meiieal 
Society qf Edinburgh Senior Surgeon to the Leede PubUe Diepeneary, 

" It is a source of genuine gratification to meet with a work of this 
character, when it is so often our lot to be obliged to labour hard to win- 
now a few grains of infiMrmation from the great mass of dullness, igno- 
ranee, and mistatement with which we are beset, and cannot too highly 
recommend it to the attention of the profession.** — Jimerican Journal tf 
the Mtdical Seienceot JW. X 



NEW WORKS PUBLISHED BY 



SELECT 

MEDICO-CHIRURGICAL TRANSACTIONS. 

A edileetion of die moit TsInableMeiiioini lead to the Medico-Chinir- 
gical SocietiM of London and EdinburKh ; the AanciatioR of Felkms 
and licentiates of the King and Queen s College of Phyticians in Ire- 
land ; the Royal Academy of Medicine of Pbris ; the Royal Sodetiea of 
London and Edinbur|[h; the Royal Academy of Turin; the "' 
and Anatomical Societiea of Puis, Ac. Ac. See. 

Edited by Isaac Hats, M. D. 



In One Voliime, 
A PRACTICAL 

COMPENDIUM OP MIDWIFERY: 

Beinc ttie ooone of Lectafes on Midwifery, and on the Diieaaes of 
Women and Iniant% delivered at St. BarthoIemew'B Hospital. 

By the kte Robibt Gooch, M. D. 

** As it aboanda, however, in valuable and -orijrinal raneatieni, it win 
be found a nseflU Dook of referenee.**— DnUM't WtaUmJmmM. 



In One Volume, 8va 

AK ACCOUNT OF 

aova or tbb moit impoktaiit 

DISEASES PECULIAR TO WOMEN ; 

B7 ROBERT OOOCH, M. D. 

** In thii volume Dr. Oooch has made a valuable contribution to praeti- 
eal medicine. It is the result of the observation and experience of a strouf , 
•agacious, and disciplined mind.** -'7V«iMir<ve»ta Journal ^MedUbM. 

** This work, which is now for the first time presented to the profession 
In the United States, comes to them with high claims to their notiea.**— 
DtmWb WwUm JwmnaL 



In One Volume, 8va 
TATE OJ^ HYSTERIA. 

A TREATISE ON <^H YSTERI A.'' 

BY GEORGE TATE, M. D. 

"As ^blic Journalists^ we take this occasion to return him our hearty 

ew light on an obscure I 
' Surg. Jmm, JVk. XfX 



thanks for the pains be has taken to shed a new light on an obscure and 
mttch>neglected topic**— AbrU JhMr, Med, and darg. Jmm, A 
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» Ib One Volume, 8vo. 
JSAISSr OJV THE EAR. 

DISEASilS OF. THE INTERNAL EAR. 

BY J. A. SAISSY, 

MmJber of tA« J^*l JScademy of Seimwes, JAUrature, and Jirta in Lgtm$, 

Fellow of Me Medical Society of thi same city, and of the Medical 

Societiu qf Bordeaux, Marseilles, 4^. 

BoBoiind wifh a^emiom by th* Medical Soeietf of Bordeanz, and •Inea enlaifad 

by tba Aatbor. 



TVansIated teem the French by Nathan R. Smith, Professor of Surgery ia 

the University of Maryland ; with a Supplement on Diseases 

. of the External Ear, by the Translator. 



In One Volume, 18mo. 

TBE SURGEOJV'DEJ^mSTS MAJ^TUAL. 

THE SUKGEON-DENTIST'S ANATOMICAL AND 

PHYSIOLOGICAL MANUAL. 

BY G. WAIT. 
Member of ike Royal College of Surgeons in London, i^. ^. 

** The work cannot fail, we think, to answer well the purpose for which 
it was desigiied, of a manual for the pactical dentist; and in the notes 
will be found manv useful hints respecting the diseascw of these structures.** 
^-Boston Med, and Surg. Joum. 1830. 



In One Volume, 8vo. 
OBSERVATIONS ON THE SURGICAL ANATOMY 

OF THE 

HEAD AND NECK; 

ILLUSTRATED BT CASES AND ENGRAVINGa 

BY ALLAN BURN& 

WITH JLBniTIOinii GA8XS AITS OBSXBVATIOVSy 
BY ORANVILLV SHARP PATTISON. 



In One Volame, 8to. 

A TREATISE ON TBE 

NATURE AND CURE OF THOSE DISEASES, 

EITHER ACUTE OR CHRONIC, 

WHICH PBBCKOB CHANGE OF STRUCTURE; 

WTTB A TXEW TO TBE PRESERVATION OF HEALTH, AND FARTICULAIIV 

THE PREVENTION OF ORGANIC DISEASES. 

BY A. P. W. PHILIP, M. D. 
iriTH NOTES BT T. H. XlLLBBy X. B. 



PUBLISHED BY CAREY AND HART. 
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Id One Yolame, 13ao# 

FORMULARY FOR THE 

PREPARATION AND EMPLOYMENT 

OF 

SEVERAL NEW REMEDIES. 

TILiirSLATED 7BOK THE TBEITCB OF 

M. MA6ENDIE. 

With Vk Appendix conttining tbe«experienee of the British Practitionen; 

with many of the new reaiedies. 

BT JOSEPH HOULTON, M.O. 



In One Yoltime, 8fo. . 
A TJIEATISE ON 

LESSER SURGERY; 

OR THE 

MINOR SURGICAL OPERATIONS. 

BY BOUR6ERY. D. M. P. 

Author of " A Coittltte Treatise on Human Anatomy, comprising Opera- 
tive Mediohe.** Translated ft-om the French, with notes 
and an Appendix ; by 

WILUAH C. ROBERTS AND JAS. B. KISSAH. 

Cvpy of t letter fiom WiiLiiJw Oibbov , M. D. Profeaaor of Snir- 
geiy in the UniYendtj of Pennsylvania. 

Pkiladt^h^, Jifln. Stk, 1833. 

Itgives me fleasure to say that the elementary work on Sargery, by 
M. Beurgery, and now under translation by Ors. Roberts and Kiasf m of 
New York, appears to me well ealeulatedfor the use qf students. So fhr as 
I can Judge from examination of a small portion of the English text, Jus* 
tice has l^n dona by the translators to the author of the work. 

W. GIBSON, M. D. 
Professor qfSurgerf in the University qf Psansyfoaiijc. 

Copy of a letter from Geobsb M^Clelxjut, M. D. PiafaKor of 
Surgery ia the Jefferson Medicel College. 

PUM^Ua, Iftm, eth^ 1883. 

Dear Sirs, 

I have examined BoQrgery*s manual, or work on Lesser Surgery, and 
am of opinion that it is an exeellsnt eompend^ which contains a mat deal 
of natter that will be usefUl to students. The translation which jrou are 
about to make, will deserve a large edition, and I nave'no doubt will meet 
with a ready sale. 

Yours truly, 

GEO. SrCLELLAN. 
Drs. Robbetb and KiasAM. 
S4 
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the Library on or before the last date 
stamped below. 
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